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ROBERT DEIS 


“The first tvvo Executioner novels, 
VVAR AGAINST THE MAFTA and 
DEATH SQUAD  actualliy led to 
the ocreation of the term “action/ 
adventure novels.” It vras coined by 
Pendleton himself vrhen his editors at 
Pinnacle asked him vrhat genre THE 
EXECUTTIONER series it into.” 


- Robert Deis 


elcome to the third issue of the MEN”S 

ADVENTURE QUARTERLY. My co- 
editor Bill Cunningham and 1 have been 
pleased by the reception given to MAQ £f51, 
the “Most VVanted VVild VVest” issue, and MAQ 
152, the Cold VVar spies “Al Espionage” issue. 

Tm tempted to say this third issue is our 
best yet. It1 definitely be hard to top. 

MAQ £f/3 kicks off vrith a special article by 
Chuck Dixon about the main theme of this 
issue, “Vigilante eTustice.” Chuck is literally 
the most prolific American comic book and 
graphic novel vrriter of all time. He”s vrritten 
over 40,000 pağges vvorth of stories for 
hundreds of issues published by DC, Marvel 
and other publishers. His BATMAN comics 
featuring the character BANE (vho he co- 
created vrith Graham Nolan) and his seminal 
entriesin THE PUNISHER series are special 
favorites of mine. 

Tmm also a fan of Chuck”s novels, especialiy 
his popular SEAL TEAM 6 series, his BAD 
TIMES series and his gritiy LEVON CADE 
series. The Punisher and Levon Cade are 
both examples of “Vigilante eustice” style 
characters: touğh but moral men vvho take 
on and take out mobsters and other bad Suys 
deserving of fustice dealt “vrith extreme 
prefudice.” 

As Chuek notes in his article, many modern 
“Vigilante eustice” stories and novels are 
Hterary descendants of Mack Bolan, “The 
Executioner.?” THE EXECUTIONER series 
vvas created by Don Pendleton in 1969 and 
launched a series that novr includes over 400 
novels. Millions of readers have made Mack 
Bolan the vrorld”s best-knovrn, most popular 
“Vigilante vustice” character. 

The first tvvo Executioner novels, VVAR 
AGAINST THE MAFLA and DEATH SQUAD 
actualiy led to the creation ofthe term “action/ 
adventure novels.” It vras coined by Pendleton 
himself vrhen his editors at Pinnacle asked 
him vrhat genre THE EXECUTTONER series 
fit into. 

VVAR AGAINST THE MAFLA and DEATH 
SQUAD are also the only tvro Executioner 
stories to be giventhe “Book Bonus” treatment 
by men”s adventure mağazines (MAMSs) — 


i.e., stories that are condensed versions of the 
novels, vrith specially-created artvvork. 

I first discovered that fact vvhile doing 
research for the book ONE MAN ARMY: 
THE ACTION PAPERBACK ART OF GIL 
COHEN, vhich 1 co-edited vrith VVyatt Doyle 
for our Men/s Adventure Library book series. 
Gil is one of the greatest of the many great 
artists vvho did cover 
paintings and interior 
illustrations for MAMs. 
He also created over 200 
cover paintings for The 
Executioner series and 
its spinoffs, the ABLE 
TEAM, PHOENIX 
FORCEand SUPER 
BOLAN series. 

Gil Cohen”s cover art 


Pustirbionar 


also a, prolific author in her ovmn right and a, 
contributor to the Executioner legacy, via, 
graphic novel adaptations of V"AR AGAINST 
THE MAFLA and DEATH SQUAD. Linda 
discusses those adaptations and provides an 
overvfevr of the Bolanverse in a, special article 
she vrrote for MAQ £f/3. 

That”s follovred by a look at the little-knovmn 
DON PENDLETON”S 
EXECUTIONER 
MYSTERY MAGAZINE, 
vrhich ran for only four 
issues in 1975. 

Our glamour girl “Gal- 
1ery” section in this issue 
is also special. It features 
the legendary pinup 
model Bettie Page. Among 
other things, it shovvcases 


for books in those series 
are fan favorites and 
established the familiar 


the first paperback cover 
paintingğs Bettie ever 


visual image of Mack 
Bolan. ONE MANARMY 
shovrcases 100 of GiP”s 
original paintings for 
them. (Artist George 
Gross did the initial 
portrait of Mack and 
cover art used on the 
first editions of books £1 
through “510, before Gil 
took over.) 

Tronicaliy, before Gil 
started doing covers 
for the EXECUTIONER 
novels, he vvas the first artist to depict, Mack 
Bolan in a magazine illustration. It vvas used 
for the Book Bonus version of VVAR AGAINST 
THE MATTA publishedin FOR MEN ONLY, 
October 1969. 

A Book Bonus version of the second Bolan 
novel, DEATH SQUAD, vas published in 
another MAM — MEN, September 1971, vvith 
artvvork by Samson Pollen. 

MAQ £ 3 reprints both ofthose stories for the 
first time ever, thanks to the kind permission 
of Don”s vridovr, Linda Pendleton. Linda 18 
the overseer of Don”s literary legacy. 8he"s 


a bicody, one-man crusade against 


HY HUN PENULETUN 


un ai mə rti 
pal alrzlrəy"və rış” r” qalalşal 


posed for, created by the 
great illustration artist 
and art teacher eack 
Farağasso. VVe also shovv 
reference photos dack 
took of her, 

And, yes, there”s more. 
meluding three other 
vrildi MAM “Vigilante 
düustice” style stories and 
lots of classic MAM cover 
and interior artuvork. 

VVe hope you eni/oy it 
all, If you do, vve”d greatliy 
appreciateitifyou”dvrrite 
a, positive revievv on Amazon, Goodreads, or 
elsevrhere online to help us spread the vvord. 

And, be sure to keep an eye out for MAQ //4.Tt 
vvill feature stories by “Cungle gane” Dolinger. 
dane vvas the only vvroman vrho vras a prolific 
oontributor of stories to men”s adventure and 
baohelor mağgazines — in addition to being a, 
pinup model vrhose photos vrovved readers of 
hundreds of those mags. 

Until then, to quote the catehphrase Don 
Pendleton gave to Mack Bolan: “Live Large.” 


x 
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POSSE 
COMITATUS 
BY 


BILL CUNNINGHAM 


“YThen it comes to this issue of MEN”S 
ADVENTUREQUARTERLYvvearegath- 
eringtogethera.diversegroupofable-bod- 
ied fighting men. Men — each vrith grit 
and determination — all vrith the name: 
MACK BOLAN.“ 


- Bil Cunningham 


“povrer of the cöumty”), in common lavv, 
is a ğroup of people mobilized by the conser- 
vator of peace - typically a, sheriff - to sup- 
press laxvlessness or defend the county. The 
posse comitatus oriğinated in ninth-century 
England simultaneous vrith the creation ofthe 
office of sheriff. US tradition has it as a gather- 
ing together of the able-bodied men of the area, 
to deal vrith lavvlessness, capture a fleeing erim- 
inal, or fending off an invading horde. TVhen it 
comes to this issue of MEN”S ADVENTURE 
QUARTERLY vre are gathering together a di- 
verse group of able-bodied fighting men. Men - 
each vvith Srit and determination -- all vrith the 
name MACK BOLAN. 

Hovr can that be, Bill? VVell les go through 
the entire pantheon of Mack Bolan “visions”. 
The differences are subtle, but they are there. 
Mack Bolan has changed over time and media, 

First off, vre have the Mack Bolan from the 
paperback novels. Originaliy visualized by 
George Gross vrith the baton passed along to 
Gil Cohen. VVe shovrcase THE EXECUTIONER 
paperbacks, the next iteration vvith the MACK 
BOLAN books folloved by PHOENIX FORCE 
and ABLE TEAM. This is a commando 1ook 
for our vigilante. A soldier vrhose field of battle 
isthe urban landscape. Lots ofimagery to pour 
over, and even the opportunity to buy some 
original Executioner artvvork by Gil Cohen. 

Then vve have the exclusive “Book Bo- 
nus” Mack Bolan stories “The Executioner” 
illustrated by Gil Cohen and “Raid on the Mob”s 
Secret Murder Mansion” illustrated by MAM 
action artist Samson Pollen. Thisisa.Mack Bo- 
lan that is the suit-vvearing killer elite. This is 


the kind of guy you vrould see in a “7Os Charles 
Bronson movie. Pollen uses heroic icon, paper- 
back cover and MAM illustration model Steve 
Holland for his Mack Bolan. 


But it doesn”t stop there. 


Linda Pendleton recounts hovr the comic 
book Mack Bolan came about vrith a look by 
artist Sandu Florea that spot-vvelded the sol- 
dier look of the paperbacks vrith the high-tech 
sleekness of similar characters like MarveP”s 
THE PUNISHER. 

VVe also have our final Mack Bolan, a.stealthy 
sort of vigilante vvarrior, as seen in DON 
PENDLETON”S THE EXECUTIONER MYS- 
TERY MAGAZINE. This is the Mack Bolan 
vrho appears only on the cover (artvrork by Gil 
Cohen) and is the product of a licensing deal 
vrith Leonard d. Ackerman — a publisher vrith 
a more mysterfious history than the digests he 
published. 

Thaf”s the cake of this “vigilante yustice” issue 
— a.vrhole posse of Mack Bolan stories, artvyork 
and editorial that vrill give longtime fans and 
nevv readers a unique insight into the charac- 
ter and his creator. The frosting and cherryon 
the top of the cake are the three very different 
“visions” of vigilante fustice. A revenge against 
the Mafia story by Don Honig, vrhich has all the 
same earmarks of a, hard-hitting Executioner 
tale. Is a corker. Then vve have a timely “re- 
venge on the murdering motoroyolists” tale 
that melds the extremely popular Helis Angels 
theme vrith “var on cerime.” Finally, the vrar on 
cerime comes home vrith amputee VietNam vet- 
erans going up against the local orime family 
vvith guns blazing (1 mean, see the coverl) for 
revenge on the death of one of thefr fellovr sol1- 


öters. 
AH -in-all this is a violent, bloody issue of 


.”-”revenge and an extreme solution to vrhat vvas 


considered to be an out-of-control problem 
back in the 1970”s. VVe fight a different sort of 
erime today... but vre”ll have to get the posse 
together to tackle that brand of lavrlessness in 
a future issue of 

the MAQ. 
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Levon Cade uneovers more ofthe 
cofispiraoy that cost him the life ofa, 
beloved family member. All he vrants is to 
be left alone to raise his daluğhters, but, 
he can”t vralk avvay from finding the men 
respönsible for the death of his 

young cousin. : 


His fourney into the dark vrorld of child - 
trafficking takes him into a tvristed 
“vorld iying Tust out of sight, One thing is 
certain - Levon”s hunt vvill end in blood, 


“Dixon”s badkvroods Southern-fried 
mofr 18 as comnelling as anything by 
elim Thompson or Ross MacDonald.” 


“ər - Mike Baron, 
: author ofthe 
. BIKER Series. 
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LEVON”S NIGHT 
LEVON“$ RİDE 
LEVON”$ RUN 

LEVON“$ KİN 
LEVON”S VAR 

LEVON”S HOME 

LEVON"S TIME 
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kind ofstory. Ttsthe tiltump efthə individual. 
The little guy, sometimes.armed vrith a.rooket 
launcher, TORRA the evil mothers pay for 


"gor 
every time, right? Həll, “ve ali hope that, ifthe 
chips vrere dovvn, the shit vvas in the fan and 
our backs vvere to the vrall, vre"d be that Suy. 
: Many of the stories you" find here, culled 
Zş from the best of the “svveat” mağazines of 


their day, dealvrith that everyman vho"s been 
Yusses too far, e vvish fulfiliment 
b eve "ve taken one 


“ . 
I don”t get mad,) 
This vras the eredo 


coal” region, 
TOpe-trick artist, 
a nd dead shot vrith — playsround fihi” 
drunk or sober. The kindest, most  settled the inəbbə . 

, ding man Tve ever met in my life” a sadistic psyehopatl 
a: uy to get on the vvrong side of. He kids steered clear 
tark black and vrhite sense of vyhat  fantasized about 


decisive, and öç ys 30/s all they 


di the line above uttered by him imbi q ey run “into 
.all the cool authority thabgohnT ) . fü6T) yust möre” gə 


y Cooper mnight have giydi 


oefore. he Tüft, the 8 


cut in tvro by a, load of buck from-a, ten foot 
distance. The dad”s life vras ruined. He faced 
eharges and the family eventualiy moved 
avvay. But in my neighborhood, that guy vvas 
forever regarded as a hero. 

This is a visceral, ğut reaction to infustice. 
One guy stepping up to deal vrith the failures 
of our 1egal system., to clean up the tovm. 
mn addition to the kind of “true” stories 
presented in the men”s adventure magazines, 
pop culture vvas 1oaded vrith urban covrboys 
or reengadge l1avmen pushed to the limit in 
the 1970”s vith movies like DEATH VVISH or 
DIRTY HARRY and many, many others that 
follovved in their vvake. These movies spoke 
to the rising frustration of the populace vrith 
the explosion of cerime in the big cities and the 
perceived 1ack of action from our lavrmalkers 
and oourts. Again, one man stepping up to 
make things right. 

But not all the vigilante Tüstice tales are 
simple  revenge stories or “one-and-done 
redemption  actioners: “The other “classic 
braneh of the genre deals vrith a, professional, 
either a, lavrman or a, former military man 
getting vrronged-in some vay and stepping 
outside the confines of öur füdicial system to 
deal vvith it. This is the “one vvrronged man” 
scenario eranked up by magnitudes of violent 
paybaock., This breed of hero uses his training, 
skilis and a, stockpile of ordnance to g0 at 
vyrrongdoers vrith an overvvhelming force that 
invariabiy leaves no öne left standing büt the 
main oharaocter, 

Generally, this genre iS aböüt. a hero or 
heroine: setting a, path for themselves after 
some violent trauma, touches their lives, 
Sure, they ”re going to find the bastards vrho 
vvronged them. But the trail never end8s vhen 
the.Tat8 aTe in their Grave8. No, they"ve gone 
over) the dark side. They”re hands-on: növr 
in the vvar against erime and there ain”t no 
going back: Like the ronin samurai or 1onely 
sunfighter, they”ve set themselves on a,bloody 
trailvrith no end. 


adi These are the classic “you dönt knovr 
— Vvrho youre messin” vrith” stor168 and the 


appeal runs deep in our p8yohe for this 
brand of saga. Presented in this 18806 


VIGILANTE 
YUSTİCE 


BY 


CHUCK DIXON 


“Tdon tet mad,1geteven. Thisvrasthe 
eredo my dad lived by...And really, that 
simplepromiseto “geteven”isattheheart 
of any story of one man going outside 
the lav to make things right. It”s never 
about rage. It”s about settling the score.” 


- Chuck Dixon 


you find never-before re-printed stories - 
ofthe grandaddy of this genre, THE 
EXECUTIONEHR. Created by Don Pendleton, 
Mack Bolan became an industry unto himself 
vrith along-running series of paperbacks 
and spin-offs that sold in the millions and 
spayvned countless imitators from dozens of 
publishers. : 

Bolan, and his many stand-ins, almost 
all share the same backstory. Some ereeps 
shovred up one day and turned their vrorld 
to erap. VVith everything they”ve ever 
loved dead, they go all-in on making allthe 
miscreants responsible pay in the house of 
pain. And-they approach it like a fob or a, 
mission. They don”t bring a gun to a gunfight. 


ç YUM REBORN 
UİüDIXON 1 ERANT VU BREYFOGLE TV LYLE 


- They bring a flamethrovrer, a, bazooka, 


or a, bag of claymore mines and they: 
don”t go home until the bad guys and 
all their olosest friends and relatives 
are erushed, vaporized or blasted to 
atoms. Thenthey rest up a vrhile and 
hit the reprisal highvray again in 
search of more prey. Myself, ?ve 
contributed my share to this 

genre. ş 
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Here is Chuck surrounded by some of the comic book and novel series he is knovmn for. 
ATRBOY 6: VVINTERVVORLD vrere published by Heolipse. ROBİN by DC Comics. The LEVON CADE series 


is published through VUolfpaok Publishing. BAD TTMES is published by LMBPN Publishing, 


Marvel Comics” THE PUNISHER started as 
an un-alloyed rip-off of Pendleton”s signature 
creation. He evolved, vvith the vriting of 
Mike Baron, myself and others into a, more 
tortured, sociopathic versiön of Mack Bolan. 
VVe still root for him even vvhile vve realize that 
he:s, at heart, a total prick. But he”s our prick 
and there”s the difference. VVe vvant him on 
those streets. VVe need him on those streets. 
The men he eliminates are far more 
i dangerous than him by comparison. 
Tve also vrritten hundreds of seripts 
for that more fanciful vigilante 
erimefighter, BATMAN. Sure,1 
recognize thatthe DARK KNIGHT 
represents a, more childish fantasy 
of leveling the scales of fustice, 
But Bruce VVayne:”s story still 


AA. ul 
şur THE (0MPLETE SERİES 


touches that ravr nerve in all of us that 
someone s getting avray vvith some thing and 
it”S dust not right. It still feeds that fantasy 
that the guy vrho stands up against in)ustice 
could be someone like ourselves. 

My ovrn series of novels about LEVON 
CADE gTovvs right out Of this genre. Tlike to 
believe that Levon/?s stories are a, bit more 
srounded in reality bhan MacE”s or Frank”s 
or Bruce:”s. He/s not a perfect killing machine. 
He makes mistakes and, frankly, causes 
“most of his ovrn problems. He really vvants 
the 1ong hunt to end and to live in peace 
vvith his kids up at the end their holler in the 
Alabama, hills. It dust never quite vvorks out 
that vray. He”s never qulte able to get even. 


- Chuck Dixon 
Somevrhere near Tampa, FL 
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MÜN”$ AÖVENTURE: QUARTERLY 


by Don Honiğ 
From TRUE ACTION, August 1970 
Cover painting by Samson Pollen (for a different story) 

Interior illustration for the story by Harl Norem 


he “Diamond” line of men”s adventure magazines, 

published by Martin Goodman”s Magazine Management 
company, included some of the greatest MAMS, including 
FOR MEN ONLY, MALE, MAN”"SVVORLD, MEN,STAG6 
TRUE ACTION and several others. Goodman vras adept ğ 
at picking smart, talented editors for those mags and ğ 
they vrere alvrays vvatching for trends in nevvs stories, 
non-fiction books, novels, movies and TV shovvs that 
could be reflected in stories their readers vvrould like. 

Military vets vvere a big part of their readership, so 
vvar stories had alvvays been a basic staple ofthe 
company”s magazines. They also frequentliy used 
fiction stories feaburing veterans of VVorld VVar II or 
the Korean VVar going up against eriminals. 

m the late 1960s, the Mag Management team sensed 
and helped boost tvro nevr versions of that formula: 
Vietnam vets vs. the Mafia, and Vietnam vets vs. outlavr 
motoreycle gangs. 

Don Pendleton”s Mack Bolan novels essentially created 
the Vietnam vets vs. the Mafia template, starting vrith 
VVAR AGAINST THE MATTA. ft vas published eariy 
in 1969. That October, a “Book Bonus” version 
(reprinted in this issue of the MAQ) appeared in 
FOR MEN ONLY. 

From then until the demise of the MAM genrein 
the mid-1970s, stories featuring vets fighting 
mobsters vvere common in the Magazine 
Management mags and other MAMs. 

Donald Honig”s story “Blood Feud vrith the Mafia” 
is among the first non-Exeocutioner examples. 

Don is one of the last living vvriters vvho penned 
vride variety of stories for the Mag Management 
MAM6Ss. VVe reprinted one of the VVestern stories 
he vrote for them, “Shootout at Mad Sadie”s,” 
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in the first issue ofthe MEN”S ADVENTURE 
QUARTERLY. Ve included his spy story, 
“Operation Maneater” in MAQ ?2. 

As noted in the intros to those stories, Don 
vras a, successful novelist vrho later became 
America”s top vrriter ofbaseball history books. 
m 1957, he vrrote his first novel, a gritty tale 
about an amoral Nevr York City bookie. 

He submitted it to Lion Books, the paperback 
subsidiary of Mağazine Management. Lions 
editors bought the novel. But later that year 
Martin Goodman decided to get out of the 
paperback business and shut dovm Lion 
Books before Honig”s novel vras published. 

The rights vvere then sold to Pyramid, 
vrhich published the novel in 1958 under 
the title SIDEVVALK CAESAR. Hovveever, 
the connection Don made at Magazine 
Management led him to start submittin 
short stories for publication in the compamny”s 
men”s adventure mags. 

His first one, “Tom Horn: VVild Man vrith a 
VVinchester,” vras published in the Tune 1957 
issue of FOR MEN ONLY. Over, the next 
decade-and-a-half he vvrote dozens of stories 
for the Diamond line of MAMs. 

By the time Honig”s story “Blood Feud vrith 
the Mafia” vvas published in TRUE ACTION 
in August 1970, Pinnacle had published four 
of Don Pendletons Executioner novels and 
the series vras a big hit in the realm of men”s 
action/adventure novels, inspirinğ many 
other similar novel series. And, interestingiy, 
in TRUE ACTION, Honiğ s story vvas touted 
as a “SENSATIONAL BOOK BONUS: One Man”s 
Vendetta Ağgainst the Syndicate That Cut His 
Brother Dovn.” 

YVas Honig s Vietnam vet vs. the Mafia story 
inspired by the Executioner? And, vvas it the 
basis for a forthcoming novel? VVhen asked 
those questions in a recent phone call, Don 
said no to both. 

“Most of my stories 1 vrhipped up on my 


ovrn, though novv and then they vrould call up 
and say they vvant this or that thematic piece 
done,” Don said. “1 don” recall if they asked 
for a story about a vet going against the Mafia, 
I didnt read any of THE EXECUTIONER 
novels, so they vrouldn”t have influenced me. 
And, 1 don”t knovr vrhy they called it a “Book 
Bonus.” 

Obviousliy, since Mag Management had 
published a, “Book Bonus” version of VVAR 
AGATINST THE MAFTA, the editors there 
vere avrare of THE EXECUTIONER series 
and its success. And, they published many 
stories that vvere touted as a “Book Bonus” 
even thouğgh no such novels vrere pi 
It vas a standard MAM marketing 
simmick that readers vrould be unlikely to 
question, since the mağs contained many 
“Book Bonus” stories that actually vrere 
based on novels. 

The fact that Honig”s story vvas a faux 
“Book Bonus” is too bad. A series of books 
based on the Green Beret character in “Blood 
Feud vrith the Mafia” vrould be fun to read. 
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editoYs “ere avrare 
ıT VAS A STANDARD M.AMI MARKETING 
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SENSATIONAL 
BOOK BONUS 


viththeMMAFİI 


By DON HONIG 
ART BY EARL NOREM 


The mansion of fhe Mafia 
kingpin vvas an armed for- 
iress, but nothing could stop 
Yank Malloy”s blood feud 
agdinsf the men vvho had cuf 
his brother dovvn. 


VVO bikini-clad beauties vvere massaging 
Carlo Marla as he lay by the pool of his 
Miami mansion. One of the sun-tanned girls vvas 
applying an oily lotion to his body, rolling its 
mounds of fat like vvaves on the ocean. The other 
rubbed his feet vvith all the strength in her long, 
delicate fingers. Carlo vvas a Mafia bigvvig so he 
got this kind of treatment. 
He controlled a chunk of the southeastem ) 
Mafia business, had a small army of top guns at 
his disposal and thought no more of ordering a 


man executed than he did of brushing a fiy avvay. 

The girls vvere a permanent part of Carlo”s entourage, 
vvhich included several other Miss America types 
and tough, tight-lipped bodyguards, all of vvhom 
accompanied him on his private plane vvhen he made 
trips to Nevv York, Chicago, Vegas, L.A. or anyvvhere 
his illicit business brought him. 

“All right,” Carlo said to the girls, pulling a fat cigar 
from his flabby lips. “Get lost.” 

They disappeared as if at the command of a genie, 
hurrying avvay from the pool, their round, barely 
covered bottoms vviggling in their bikinis, their tight, 
busty halters bouncing. 

Carlo then vvaved Nick Piano, his number-one gun. 
Nick vvas sitting across the shimmering blue pool 
and at his master”s vvave the nattily dressed, dark- 
haired gunman rose from his chair and started to come 
striding around the pool to Carlo. 

But Carlo stopped him. 


o, Nicky,” the obese mobster said. “Is a hot day. 
Svvim across. 1 give you my permission.” 

Piano stood still for a moment. “1 give you my 
permission” vvas one of Carlo”s friendlier vvays of 
issuing an order. Piano vvas vvearing a brand nevv, 
$200 sharkskin suit vvhich he bought in Palm Beach 
üst last vveek. Carlo couldn”t see Nick”s eyes seething 
behind his sun glasses, Carlo liked his fun, his little 
okes., Later, Nick knevv, Carlo vvould throvv him tvvo 
bills and tell him to buy another suit. But that hardiy 
compensated for the indignity. 

So, Nick hesitated for only that moment, plunged 
into the pool and svvam across to his boss. VVhen he 
emerged dripping Carlo rocked vvith laughter. Nick 
smiled tersely. 

“You”re a good svvimmer, Nick,” the boss said. “You 
should do it more often. Next time try it vvith a bathing 
suit. Is more comfortable. Novv pull up a chair and 
listen to me.” 

Nick carried over an aluminum chair and, still 
soaking vvet, sat dovvn and stared narrovvly at his boss. 
Carlo vvasn”t smiling novv. 

“You remember /ack Malloy?” 

“No,” Nick said. 

“1 guess you vveren”t here then. You vvere still in , 
the minor leagues in Philadelphia. Tack Malloy vvas 
a small time numbers operator in the Keys, VVhen 
vve expanded dovvn there vve vvanted to take over his 
operation. VVe told him he could stay in business but 


that he”d be vvorking for us. He didn”t vvant that, the 
ackass. “ 

Nick vvet his lips as he listened. He had an insatiable 
appetite for stories of violence. He knevv this vvas 
going to be one. 

Carlo vvent on. 

“VVe roughed up a couple of his runners and they quit 
him. Then vve tossed a fevv pineapples into his store 
front, but the yackass vvouldn”t give in. So,” Carlo said 
apologetically, opening his hands vvide to describe his 
helplessness, “vvhat else could vve do?” 

Nick took a silk handkerchief from his pocket and 
used it to blot the edges of his gleaming, dripping hair. 

“VVe picked him up one night,” Carlo said: “drilled 
a couple of holes into his head and gave him over to 
the fish. VVe had no alternative. That vvas the end of it, 
except that lack Malloy had a brother vvho svvore he”d 
give us trouble. He messed up a couple of our boys and 
burned out one of our offices. VVe couldn”t get our hands 
on him though. He even svvore vengeance against me. 
Can you imagine that? The guy vvas a bigger yackass 
than his brother: But then he left the Keys. Not by his 
ovvn choice though. The army took him.” 

“That”s a good place for a vvise guy,” Nick said., 

“Don (tinterrupt me, Nick. That”s not good manners,” 
Carlo said. Then he vvent on. “They sent him to Viet 
Nam. VVhen 1 heard that, 1 figured good luck to him, 
maybe those gooks vvould do our ?ob for us. But they 
didn”t. Novv 1 hear he”s back, living in Frisco. 1 don”t 
knovv vvhat he”s thinking: 1 don”t even knovv if the 
ackass does think. AlI 1 do knovv if he is thinking it 
might be about me. And 1 don”t like that, because he”s 
crazy. 1 vvant you to go out to Frisco and make sure he 
stops thinking altogether. Drop him in the Bay. Maybe 
he”ll svvim around and meet his brother in the Gulf,” 
Carlo said and erupted in loud, belly-rocking laughter 
at his Poke. 

“VVhen do 1 leave?” Nick asked. 

“Tonight. And, Nick,” Carlo said, “You”d better put 
on some dry clothes. 1 don”t vvant you catching cold.” 
Another big ?oke. 

Dick Malloy had been living in Frisco since his 
honorable discharge from the Green Berets a fevv 
months ago. He”d seen lots of front line action in Viet 
Nam and had earned a Silver Star for gallantry (vvhich 
he promptly pavvned vvhen he returned to the States). 

The vvar vvas far from his mind novv. He vvas hanging 
around vvaiting for something to happen, trying to 
make up his mind vvhat he vvanted to do. He hadn”t 
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forgotten his vendetta against the Carlo Marla gang, 
but he vvasn”t ready to head back to Florida fust yet, 


H: spent his nights sitting alone at the bar in a dump 
called Slappy s. 

One night — it vvas late, about 2 A.M. — he left 
Slappy”s and headed home, a bit loaded but not 
staggering, in fact vvalking more erect than normal, as 
slightly drunken men often do. He entered the rooming 
house, vvent up the dimily, lit hall stairs and put the key 
in his door. VVhen he”d closed the door and turned on 
the light he found himself staring at the muzzle of a 
.32. The nattily dressed, slick-haired character holding 
the gun vvas Nick Piano. He vvas vvearing coal-black 
sun glasses and smiling thinly. 

“VVho are you?” Malloy asked coldly. 

“Pm a friend of Carlo Marla ”s,” Piano said. 

“That fat man doesn”t have any friends.” 

“That isn”t a very nice thing to say, Malloy.” 

“Carlo sent you all the vvay from Florida to hit me? 
My,” Malloy said, “but 1 must be important.” 

He vvas studying Piano, sizing up the situation, 
looking for an opening. There vvas no silencer on 
Piano”s .32, so the chances vvere the man vvas not 
going to shoot abruptly. 

“Don”t try to take this popgun avvay from me, 
Malloy,” Piano said, reading Malloy”s mind. “1 ain”t 
no amateur at my trade.” 

“I knovv vhat your trade is,” Malloy said, “so it 
seems there ain”t room for discussion.” 

Piano smiled, a thin, sinister tvvist of his lips. 

“You give up too casy, Malloy,” he said. 

“VVhat vvould you prefer,” Malloy asked sarcastically, 
“a moving target?” 

“Tve got a surprise for you,” Piano said “1 have no 
intention of shooting you.” 

“No?” 

“No. Tve got a proposition. 1 vvant to talk business 
vvith you. You”re gonna listen and then you”re gonna 
go along vvith me because there ain”t any choice for 
you, If you cross me it”ll only mean that somebody 
else vvill come for you — somebody vvho ain”t as 
kind-hearted as 1 am.” 

“Tm listening,” Malloy said. 

“Sit dovvn,” Piano said. VVith that, he put avvay his 
gun, as if to demonstrate his good faith, 

Malloy slumped into a broken-springed chair, 
trying to clear the fog of booze from his mind. He lit a 
cigarette and stared at Piano, a man vvhom he loathed 


but a man vvho undeniably vvas intriguing him at the 
moment. 

Piano had a proposition all right and it vvas a lulu. He 
vvas going to return to Miami and tell Carlo that Malloy 
had not been in Frisco after all, and disappeared. That 
vvould put fat Carlo in a svveat and he vvould begin to 
expect the vvorst. VVith Malloy on the loose anything 
that happened to Carlo”s organization could be blamed 
on the ex-Gl out for revenge. 

“Hovv can you beat that set-up?” Piano asked vvith 
pride. 


Cl to the point,” Malloy said. “ust vvhat is it that 
you vvant done?” 

VVhat he had in mind specifically, Piano said, vvas 
a shipment of syndicate money flovvn dovvn shortly 
from Nevv York. It vvould be a considerable sum — 
$300,000. If anything happened to that money it 
vvould be a severe loss for Carlo. In addition it vvould 
eopardize his position in the syndicate. 

“They don”t trust each other, you knovv,” Piano said, 
almost as an aside. 

“That”s a pity,” Malloy said. 

The money vvould be taken from the plane and put 
aboard “a truck that then had to travel some tvventy 
miles to Carlo”s mansion. Thetruck had one particularly 
desolate stretch of road for five miles along the sea — 
a perfect spot for a heist. Piano”s participation vvould 
be confined to feeding Malloy all the details he vvould 
require: the actual heist vvould have to be done by 
Malloy alone. The split vvould be fifty-fifty. 

“But it”s more than the money you”re after isn”t it?” 
Malloy asked. 

Piano smiled, pleased vvith Malloy”s perception. 

“Let”s yust say,” the gangster said, “that 1 vvant to 
play a little foke on Carlo.” 

“Then vvhat happens to me?” 

“VVhatever you decide. You can take your split and 
get lost, or vve can stay in touch and you can harass 
Carlo again. There”s plenty of vvays, and you can be 
sure you vvon”t lose by any of it.” 

“And according to you 1 have no choice,” Malloy 
said. 

“Look at it realistically, Malloy. IfT vvalk out of here 
and you cross me, all you”ve gained is a fevv more 
vveeks to live. If 1 don”t get you novv Carlo vvill get 
you later. You can depend on that. They knovv vvhere 
everybody is, all the time. IfI go back and tell him that 
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you”re in Nevv York they”ll be looking for you there..” 

“VVhile T”m under his fat nose in Miami.” 

“Right. As long as ”m giving them false tips you”11 
be all right.” 

“And later on?” Malloy asked. 

“Later on 1 tell them 1 caught up vvith you and 
knocked you off. So they stop looking for you.” 

Piano apparently had thought it out pretty thoroughly. 

“You really dislike your boss, don”t you?” Malloy 
asked. 

“Let”s fust say vve got a bad labor-management 
relationship.” 

“And you vvant to improve yourself. That”s very 
commendable.” 

“Then vve got a deal?” Piano asked. 


hy not?” Malloy said. 

Piano left for Miami the next morning, vvith 
Malloy instructed to follovv in a fevv days. Malloy 
reflected on his situation and had no illusions about it. 
He vvas being used as a pavvn by Piano to vvork against 
Carlo. That couldn”t last too long. Soon Malloy vvould 
knovv too much for Piano to let him live very long. 

But Malloy figured, too, that if he could manage to 
keep alive, all of his problems vvould be solved and his 
ambitions served. 

Piano vvas going to help him pick up halfof$300,000: 
that kind of money could keep him in buttermilk for a 
long, long time. And another thing, in its vvay more 
important: He could probably maneuver himself into a 
position to knock off fat Carlo and avenge his brother 
once and for all. 

He vvas going to have “target” vvritten on him the 
moment he arrived in Florida. No doubt about that. 
Malloy had to grin sardonically at all the danger and 
double dealing he vvas opening himself up for. Hell, he 
thought as he boarded a plane for Miami, at least life 
vvasn”t going to be dull. 

He holed up along the coast about fifty miles north 
of Miami, in a tovvn so small it didn”t even have a 
postmark. It vvas a broken-dovvn shanty of a place that 
had tried to make it as a resort before the vvar and never 
caughton. He had a room in a grubby, sun-blasted hotel 
and took his meals dovvnstairs in the hot, sticky, fiy- 
buzzing restaurant. There vvas a blonde vvaitress there, 
svveet, shy and busty, named Trix. She seemed vvilling 
to make life enioyable for him, but for the moment he 
vvas staying clear. 

He vvas there about a vveek vvhen Piano shovved up 


one rainy night, The gangster sereeched up in a hot 
pink Cadillac and vvas vvearing his usual dark glasses, 
a $200 suit and pointed Italian shoes. He vvas as 
conspicuous as a bovvling ball on a pool table. 

“Carlo”s in a real svveat over you,” he told Malloy 
as they sat upstairs in the fleabag room. “He”s got a 
couple of goons patrolling the grounds tvventy-four 
hours a day. 1 keep reminding him novv and then hovv 
mean you are...” 

“ust to help him sleep, eh?” Malloy said. 

Piano chuckled. 


hen is the money coming dovvn?” Malloy asked, 

“Tvvo vveeks. But before you fack it you got to 
do something else. Carlo”s got to be sure it”s you. 1 
figured out a little (ob for you that”11 convince Carlo 
you” re around.” 

Piano”s scheme vvas simple, direct and dangerous. 
He vvanted Malloy to knock off one of Carlo”s men. 

“But hovv”s he going to knovv that 1 did it?” Malloy 
asked. 

“Because you”re gonna do it vvith karate,” Piano 
said. “You knovv karate don”t you?” 

“1 picked it up in the army.” 

“You good at it?” 

Malloy smiled tersely. 

“You vvant a demonstration?” he asked. 

“Never mind,” Piano said. “1 believe you.” 

“Except,” Malloy said, “I don”t cotton to killing.” 

“Sure, you” re a svveet boy. But1 picked out somebody 
for you that”ll make it easier for your conscience. You 
ever hear the name Benny Santiago?” 

Malloy s face hardened. He knevv that name all right. 
Benny Santiago vvas one of the gorillas Carlo had sent 
to knock off his brother. 

“Is he still around?” Malloy asked. 

“He”s your pigeon,” Piano said. 

Piano vvent on to give Malloy all the details he vvould 
need about Santiago. He also gave Malloy something 
else — a thousand dollars vvith vvhich to buy a car. 
Malloy vvas going to need it from novv on. 

Santiago lived in a stucco cottage in a good part of 
tovvn. He parked his T-bird in his carport and entered 
the cottage vvith a redhead vvhile Malloy vvatched from 
half a block avvay. Malloy gave it a fevv minutes, then 
vvent through the vvarm, quiet night tovvard the house. 
A single light burned in a rear bedroom. 

Malloy slipped along the side of the cottage, testing 
the vvindovvs. VVhen he found a loose screen he slid it 
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free and climbed inside. He vvent through 
the dark, silent on the lush carpeting. 
The bedroom vvas open and he could 
hear the sound of voices. 

Malloy vvent to a table and 
rattled a couple of glasses and 
then pressed himself against the 
vvall next to the bedroom door. A 
moment later Santiago emerged 
from the bedroom and glared 
into the dark living room. 

“VVho”s out here?” the huge 
man asked sullenly. He advanced 

into the living room, slovvly, 
suspiciously. He vvas vvearing a silk € 
smoking facket., 

Malloy vvatched him in the 
dark, carefully gauging distance. 
Then he moved forvvard and 
vvith a terrific chop, he caught 
Santiago on the back of the 
neck. The man dropped like a 
sack of mcat, 


Credifs: Original image From fhe cover of BLACK VELVET. Siylized by Bill Cunninghom for 
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Malloy touched 

his pulse, felt a flicker 
of life. He raised 
Santiago”s head by 
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in the doorvvay, her bare breasts standing out like ripe 
Florida fruit. She vvas quite drunk, svvaying. 

“ust a visitor, svveetheart,” Malloy said. 

“VVhat”s the matter vvith Benny?” she asked, slurring 
her vvords. 

“He”s taking a siesta,” Malloy said. 

“He can”t hold his booze, that”s his trouble,” the 
redhead said. Then she sized up Malloy. “Hey,” she 
said, “you”re cute. Come on to bed.” 

“No time,” Malloy said beginning to vvithdravv. 

Suddenly the redhead threvv her naked body onto 
Malloy, encircling him vvith her arms. 

“Nobody says no to Kitty-girl,” she slobbered. 

Malloy pushed her avvay, knocking her off balance. 
She vvent dovvn in a heap. Malloy then hurried out the 
front door. 

H" vvas killed vvith vvhat? Carlo asked. 

“A karate chop,” Piano said. 

“Hovv do you knovv?” 

“The coroner said it.” 

Carlo sat back and drevv thoughtfully on his cigar. 
They vvere sitting in his living room vvhich vvas almost 
the size of a tennis court. Carlo”s face turned to a heavy 
frovvn, then a scovvl. 

“They teach that in the army don”t they?” he asked. 

“Teach vvhat?” Piano asked innocently. 

“Karate, you iackassl” Carlo yelled. 

“Special course,” Piano said. 

The fat man leaned forvvard and said confidentially, 
“You knovv vvho 1 think did it? Malloy. That”s him all 
right. He”s back. He”s back in these vvoods and 1 don”t 
like it. 1 don”t like it one bit.” 

“VVe”ll get him, don”t vvorry.” 

“T m not vvorriedl” Carlo yelled again. “Nobody 
vvorries me. 1 ain”t afraid of nobody.” Angrily he 
flicked his ashes into Piano” s lap. Piano felt a live 
ash burning on his thigh, but made no move to brush 
it avvay. The pain and the indignity he felt vvere more 
than offset by the sight of a scared Carlo Marla. 


alloy vvas startled by a knock at his door. He 
vvasn”t expecting anyone. He slid his hand 
under his pillovv and gripped the handle of his .45. 
“Come in,” he said tersely. 
VVhen the door opened it vvas Trix, the vvaitress. 
“1 thought you might vvant some coffee,” the girl 
said, carrying a tray. 
“1 see tvvo cups on that tray,” Malloy said. “One 
vvould be fine.” 


The girl vvas embarrassed, standing there uncertainly 
for a moment until she savv Malloy smile. 

“Come on in,” he said. “And close the door.” 

They sat on chairs and drank coffee. Later, Trix said, 

“VVhat are you doing in Florida?” 

“None of your business,” Malloy said. 

“Tm sorry,” she said and started to leave. 

Malloy reached over and took her hand and stopped 
her. Then he rose and took her face in his hands and 
put a long, hot kiss on her lips. She responded vvith a 
spontaneous outpouring of affection. 

“Oh, 1 need this,” she vvhispered. 

Malloy eased her back on the bed and kissed her 
again. At the same time his hand started to undo the top 
buttons of her dress. He flung aside the top halves of 
the dress, exposing her heavy, svveet-smelling breasts 
in a flimsy bra. A moment later, he had pulled the dress 
clear dovvn her body, over her feet and dropped it on 
the floor. The girl lay back in her undervvear, eyes 
closed, her hot, sun-tanned body lush and panting. 

Malloy then flicked off the light, letting the pale 
silver moon glance into the room. Seconds later their 
bare bodies came in full, total contact on the bed and 
Malloy realized hovv lonely he had been these past fevv 
months. 

She stayed vvith him until six o”clock in the morning. 
He vvatched her dress in the rising light of davvn. She 
smiled shyly at him as she dressed. VVhen she vvas 
ready to go she kissed him, then tucked the covers 
around him. 

“TI see you at breakfast,” she said. “And then at 
lunch. And then at dinner.” 

“And then coffee later on,” Malloy said. “1 like best 
the vvay you serve coffee.” 

For the first time in years he vvent to sleep vvith a 
smile on his face. 

Tvvo days İlater he received a call from Piano 
instructing him to come to a certain desolate spot 
along the beach. Still not fully trusting Piano, Malloy 
got there very, very early and hid in the brush under the 
palm trees. He vvaited there, listening to the soft roar of 
the ocean and to the vvind blovving through the trees. 

At last, Piano appeared, alone. Malloy came out of 
the bushes, his .45 in his shoulder holster. 

“ICs coming the night after tomorrovv,” Piano said 
as Malloy advanced across the cool sands tovvard him. 
“The money. IC1i be at the airport at nine o clock.” 

They vvalked along the beach together as Piano gave 
Malloy the details. The money vvas to be taken from 
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the airport by tvvo of Carlo”s hoods in a pickup truck. 
Malloy”s fob vvould be to stop the truck along the 
desolate streteh of highvvay betvvecn the airport and 
Carlo ”s mansion i 
“And it might not be casy.” Piano said. “Those,/re 
fvvo tough boys you re going to be dealing vvith,” 
“AlI right, Tm impressed,” Malloy said,” “VVhat 
happens after 1 get the dough?” 
“Then you and 1 meet, split up the take and detide 
on (he next move.” 
Malloy suspected he knevv vvhat Piano ”s next move 
might be: a bullet in Malloy”s head. There vvas no good 
rcason, for Piarfösto do anything else. Malloy vyvould 
have ,dane all that vvası required of him. İn tyvo days, 
Nick Pidfla, vvould haVcaa bundle of Carlo Marla”s 
money Yğithötitehaving” the least bit of suspicion cast 
his vvay. TEğas a Töycly setup, perfect — so perfect andı 
clcar. VVord Viğuld be passed around that Dick Malloy 
had done tİtelğabğland a fevv-days later vvord vvould be 
passed around that” Nick Piano couldn”t lose anyiğvay 


it vvas sliced. 7 
hy don”t vve meet herc after midnight, after 
you”vc pulled the ?ob,” Piano said. 

“Sure,” Malloy said. “VVhy not?” 

VVhen he returmed to: his room Malloy found Trix 
vaaiting for him. They made love that night but Malloy” 
s mind vas hardiy on it, He did not let her stay the 
night this time, telling her he had to “think something 
out” 

VVhat he had to think out vas a plan for stopping that 
pickup truck and taking $300.000 cash avvay from tvvo 
syndicate hoods. 

Malloy shovved up at the airport tvvo days later. He 
stood inconspicuously vvith the crovvds of visitors and 
vvaved gaily to departing passengers. 

At cight o”clock he savv the pickup truck pull into 
the airport”s parking lot. He vvatched the vo men 
march into the terminal like robots, big men, marching 
together shoulder to shoulder, grim and unsmiling 
They took a scat and sat next to cach other vvithout 
exchanging a vvord or secming to bat an eyc until the 
arrival of the Nevv York flight vvas announced, Then 
they vvent to the desk to make arrangements to pick up 
their parcel. 

Malloy drifted outside into the vvarm, breezy night 
and vvent to his car. He knevv the route the truck vould 
İcave to take and he drove avvay from the airport and 


pluced himself on that route, 
parking on a side street vvhere 
he had a commanding vievv of 
the highvvay, 
At about nine-thirty the 
truck buzzed past and 
Malloy took off and 
follovved. He kept about a 
half mile behind the truck 
— it straight, open 
highvvay and there vvas little 
chance of his losing them. 
Malloy placed his .45 on the 
seat next to him. His plan vvas a 
simple one. He could conceive 
of no certain vvay of stopping 
the truck, So there vvas only one 
vvay, the vvay he had lIeared in 
the vvar: direct action. 


H: began to put pressure 
on the accelerator and 
gradually the distance closed 
betvveen him and the truck, As 
he neared the truck he flashed 
his signal light, as if he vvanted 
to pass. The truck cleared a bit 
of road for him and he made his 
move and came abreast of it. 
His right vvindovv vvas open. 
Novv he picked up the .45 — 
a vveapon vvith vvhich he vvas 
deadly. Holding the vvheel vvith 
one hand he turned and looked 
at the speeding truck. The 
driver vvas looking back at him, 
vvaiting for him to pass. Malloy 
raised the gun and fired. He hit 
the driver in the forehcad. The 
recoil yolted him so much he 
had to drop the gun and put both 
hands back on the vvheel, 
Then he de-accelerated to get 
out of the vvay of the vveaving 
truck. A moment later it vvent 
completely out of control and 
plunged from the road into the 
trees. It bounced and smashed 


off several until it came to a yarring halt. 

Malloy, meanvvhile, had hit his brakes. The one 
gamble in his plan vvas the possibility of fire, money 
going up in smoke. He yumped out of his car and ran 
to the truck, .45 in hand. Clouds of vvhite smoke vvere 
boiling up from the hood, but there vvas no fire yet. 

VVhen he got to the truck Malloy savv that the driver 
vvas dead, vvhile the other man vvas sitting in a daze. 
Malloy opened the driver”s door and the dead man 
tumbled out. VVhen that happened the second man 
started coming to his senses. VVhen Malloy reached for 
the small, compact satchel that rested on the seat, the 
second hood started going for his gun. 

Malloy lashed out vvith a karate blovv against the 
bridge of the hood”s nose and then another in the 
throat. VVith a gush of blood erupting from his smashed 
nose, the hood pitched forvvard, gagging. 

Malloy unzipped the satchel, savv the money, then 
raced for his car. He tore off up the highvvay and didn”t 
stop until he had gone some forty miles along the 
beach. 

He parked alongside a deserted cove and got out. 
He buried the money under a stand of mangroves, 
alongside a narrovv inland vvatervvay. If for some reason 
Nick Piano got the upper hand on him later, at least the 
s.o.b. vvould never get his hands on the money. 
Malloy then drove to the nearest bar, had a couple of 
fast ones to steady himself and then took off for his 
rendezvous vvith Piano. 

He got to the appointed spot at eleven-thirty but 
Piano vvas ahead of him. As he vvalked along the beach 
Malloy could distinguish someone standing at the 
vvater”s edge. It vvas a dark, moonless night and the 
lack of illumination gave Malloy all the advantage he 
needed. 

He vvas carrying the emptied satchel, but not by the 
handle. He vvas holding it in front of him, vvith his 
hand inside gripping his .45. It vvas aimed at the man 
in front of him. 

“You did very nicely, Malloy,” Piano said as Malloy 
came up to him. “VVhen the truck failed to arrive, Carlo 
sent a car out to check. They found the truck vvhere you 
left it, vvith one man dead and the other so smashed up 
he couldn”t talk.” 

“Hovv did fat boy take it?” Malloy asked, 


“Not very vvell T”m afraid. Not only did you take 
his bankroll but you put tvvo of his best guns out of 
action.” 

“Tm sorry 1uupset him.” 

“Is that the money in there?” Piano asked indicating 
the satchel, 

“Three hundred thousand. Maybe vve”d better go 
someplace vvhere it”s light and make the great divide.” 

“That vvon”t be necessary,” Piano said pulling a 
revolver from his iacket pocket, 

Piano started to say something else, some malicious 
little quip probably, to finish the transaction, but 
it never got past his lips. Malloy fired, there vvas a 
sudden flash and Piano flevv back and splashed into the 
shallovv vvater, a gaping hole in the breast pocket of his 
$200 suit. 

Malloy dropped the remains of the satchel and stared 
vvithout expression at Piano. The edges of the dead 
man”s hair vvere floating in the air. 

“You brought it on yourself, Nicky boy,” Malloy 
muttered. 


e drove back to vvhere he had buried the money, 

dug it up, put it in a paper bag and headed back to 
his hotel. It vvas a long drive and he had plenty of time 
to think. He vvas novv comfortably fixed for a long, 
long time. He could take this money, ask Trix to /oin 
him and go anyvvhere he vvanted. 

It vvas a tempting idea. The only thing that stood in 
the vvay vvas the old, constant nagging to pay off Carlo 
Marla. Killing Benny Santiago had not fully slaked his 
thirst for revenge. Benny had done the actual killing 
of his brother, but Benny had been yfust a flunky. It vvas 
still Carlo vvho had ordered the execution, Carlo vvho 
vvas the one responsible, Carlo vvho vvas going to pay 
for it. 

So Malloy knevv he could not leave until he had 
completed that one last fob, or die trying. 

He decided the quicker he did the better. He knevv 
that Carlo”s private army had been reduced by three 
guns — the men in the truck and Nick Piano. That 
might make it a little casier. 

He vvas familiar vvith the layout of Carlo”s mansion. 
İt vvas spread out behind stone vvalls. The spacious 
grounds vvere filled vvith exotic tropical shrubbery that 
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led up to the edge of the svvimming pool. More often 
than not the fat mobster could be found there, usually 
in the company of the beautiful vvomen he en/oyed, but 
alvvays vvith the tough, silent bodyguards he needed. 


t vvas the bodyguards that supplied the menace for 

Malloy. Getting in and killing Carlo could prove 
to be fairly easy, but getting out again vvould be the 
toughest nut to crack. The important thing, hovvever, 
vvas getting Carlo. This single obsession vvas above 
everything else in Malloy”s mind. If he had to trade his 
ovvn life for the fat man S, then he vvould do it. 

He drove avvay from his hotel early in the morning. 
In his shoulder holster vvas his .45 vvith a full clip. In 
his pocket he had tvvo more clips. 

Carlo”s vvalls faced a mangrove forest on one side. 
The trees vvere not very dense and Malloy vvas able 
to drive betvveen them and park right against the vvall, 
Then he got out, climbed to the roof of his car and vvas 
able to reach the top of the vvall, He lifted himself up 
and svvung himself over, landing behind some shrubs. 

So far so good. He vvent stealthily through the 
luxurious shrubs, keeping his head dovvn. It reminded 
him of Viet Nam, in a vvay, and the very thought of 
that bloody combat served to make him more alert, 
sharpening the old, combat-vvise instincts. 

VVhen he vvas able to catch a glimpse of the pool 
he savv Carlo, stretched out on a deck chair, attended 
by tvvo lovely girls in bikinis. Malloy vvatched for a 
vvhile, It vvould have been so easy to dravv a bead and 
puncture the fat man then and there. 

But also in his line of vision vvere tvvo of the 
mobster”s men, lounging on a blanket at poolside, 
each in the company of a scantily-clad young vvoman. 
Malloy reasoned that his vvas an unvvise position to 
start gun-play from. No matter vvhat happened, he vvas 
still going to have to get back over that vvall and he 
couldn”t do that until he knevv hovv many other gunmen 
vvere on the premises. 

He slid around through the bushes to the rear of the 
house. Then he ran across a parking lot and darted to 
a back door, opened it and entered the house. He vvent 
through the kitchen to the living room. 

Malloy vvent quietly up an elegant, vvinding staircase 
to the second floor. As he vvalked dovvn the hallvvay he 
vvas suddenly confronted by a beautiful brunette vvho 
vvas vvcaring an abbreviated bathing suit, carrying a 
bottle of sun tan lotion and a tovvel. 


“Hello,” she said, smiling, “VVho are you?” 

“1 might ask you the sume,” he said, trying to bluff 
his vvay through, 

“Tm yust me,” she said, “Going up to the roof to 
sunbathe.” 

The girl passed him and he vvatched her enter a door 
vvhich led to the roof, A moment later a tough in slacks 
and polo shirt came out of one of the bedrooms. He 
tensed vvhen he savv Malloy. 

“Yeah?” the tough asked suspiciously. He vvas a 
rough-looking, bullet-headed character. 

“TPm a friend of Nick Piano,” Malloy said. 

“Piano ain”t here. Do you knovv vvhere he is?” 

“He asked me to give you a message,” Malloy said, 
vvalking up to the tough. 

The message vvas a svvift karate blovv behind the car. 
The tough sank to his knees and then fell face dovvn on 
the carpet. Malloy dragged him by the ankles back into 
the room and deposited him under the bed. 

Hovv many more vvere up here? He didn”t knovv. He 
looked out of the vvindovv at Carlo. The target vvas so 
fat and soft and inviting, so casy. The other tvvo hoods 
vvere still playing vvith their girls on the blanket, 

Not yet, Malloy thought. Nor yet. 

He decided to go up to the roof and talk to the broad 
vvho vvas sun-bathing. She seemed naive enough to 
respond to some casually put questions. He simply had 
to knovv vvho else vvas there. 

Malloy vvent out of the bedroom and to the door the 
girl had gone through. He follovved a brief flight of 
stairs to the roof door. VVhen he opened it he savv the 
girl lying on her back under the hot, bright sun. 

As he vvalked tovvard her he suddenly realized he 
had made a mistake. He began cursing himself bitterly 
— he should have knovvn that Carlo vvould have men 
posted on the roof. 


he tvvo men had vvhirled around vvhen they heard 
the sound of the door close. One vvas holding a 
savved-off shotgun. They vvere vvearing lightvveight 
fedoras for protection against the sun. They vvere 
staring menacingly at Malloy. That vvas his one 
momentary advantage, and of course it vvas a crucial 
one: They didn”t knovv vvho he vvas. (Hovv they 
had missed secing him come over the vvall he could 
never knovv). 
The one vvith the shotgun advanced tovvard him, 
vvalking slovvly across the hot, sunbaked roof. 
“VVho are you?” the hood asked. His tough, sun- 
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tanned face vvas shaded by the brim of his fedora. 

“TPm a friend of Nick Piano,” Malloy said. “T”ve got a message 
for him.” 

“I never savv you before.” 

“I never savv you before either,” Malloy said. 

The man”s ugly face studied Mallo) 

“VVhere”s Nick?” he asked. 

Before Malloy could ansvver, the 
second hood vvalked over to them. İ 

“He says he”s got a message for Nick,” Və, 
the one vvith the shotgun said. ” 

“I”s this,” Malloy said pulling his .45. 

He fired first at the one vvith the 
shotgun, opening up his gut vvith one of 
the povverful .45 slugs. The second hood 
took off like a flash and Malloy missed his 
second shot. The brunette started to sercam as 
the hood ran to the edge of the roof to call for help. 
Malloy picked up the shotgun and emptied the second 
barrel at him, blovving the hood clear off the roof. 

Belovv, the tvvo hoods had sprung into action, their guns dravvn. 
Carlo had throvvn aside his tvvo attentive vvomen and leaped to 
his feet, frightened and bevvildered. Malloy pegged a shot at him 
and missed, then had to turn his attention to the other tvvo, one of 
vyhom got off a shot that dug into the building Fust belovv him — 
it vvas enough to send the screaming brunette running ffom 
the roof, 

Malloy crouched to reduce his target and fired 
back. This time he connected and one of the 
hoods toppled over backvvards and vvent into 
the pool, 

The other hood sent a series of shots aaa: 
up at Malloy, some of vvhich clipped the roof 
ledge around him. Malloy took aim and fired ç 
once and caught his man in the chest, The hood 
cried out and crumpled, his gun clattering on 
the poolside tiles. 

Malloy tried to get off another shot at Carlo / 
but the fat man vvas running avvay vvith the girls 
into the house and Malloy could not get a clear / R, . 
shot at him.Malloy ran quickly from the roof, / sə, 
vvent dovvn the brief flight of stairs to the /£r 
second floor. He could hear the vvomen € 
squealing belovv. He raced dovvn to the 
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first floor and as he came dovvn the stairs he savv girls 
in bikinis darting every vvhich vvay. He grabbed one 
by the arm. 

“VVhere”s Carlo?” he demanded. 

“He ran into the kitchen,” the terrified girl said. 


alloy headed for the kitchen, his .45 in his 

hand. He kicked open the door. He savv Carlo 
standing in front of the sink, fat and saggy in his trunks, 
his body slick vvith suntan lotion. He vvas holding a 
butcher knife in his hand. 

“You car”t kill me, Malloy, you İackass,” the mobster 
snarled, trembling. 

“Sure 1 can,” Malloy said, squeezing the 
trigger. The .45 slugs tore into Carlo, spun him 
around and dümped him on the kitchen floor. 

Five minutes later Malloy vvas speeding avvay 
from Carlo Marla”s mansion, the dead bodies and 
bevy of beautiful, frightened girls. The car vvindovv: 
vvere open and a fast vvarm vvind vvas blovving 
through. Malloy” s face suddenly brokc into a viidef 22 
grin. He vvas feeling fine. And vvhy not? he asked Aq 
himself — vvith $300,000, a beautiful blonde and ü 
the vvide, vvide vvorld in front of him. He vvas feeling 5 
very fine indeed. 
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efore the mid-1960s, most people knevr 

little or nothing about the Mafia and 
outlavv biker gangs like the Hells Angels 
(spelled vvith no apostrophe by the founders 
of that organization). Nor vvere they common 
characters in men”s adventure magazine 
stories or other pop culture media, 

m the mid-1960s, that began to change. 
Highiy-publicized criminal investigations, 
novels and movies gave both the Mafia and 
motoreycle gangs steadily higher profiles. 

MAMSs added to this trend. Starting in the 
late 1960s, they published more and more 
stories vrith Mafia mobsters and outlavv bikers 
as the bad guys. Fevrer and fevrer featured 
the traditional villains that are common in 
the cover paintings and stories from issues 
published in the 1950s and eariy 1960s, 
such as Nazis, Commies, aboriginal natives, 
and eriminals vrho vvere bad but not Mafia, 
members. 

Motoroyele clubs date back to the 1920s.But 
prior to the mid-1960s, they didn”t generate 
much public attention. 

The prototypes of modern outlavr biker clubs 
began to be formed after VVorld VVar II. During 
the decade after the vrar, some clubs began to 
attract VVVVII vets and other men vvho found 
it hard to deal vrith “normal” oivilian life and 
vere a bit touğher and rouğher than typical 
motoreycle buffs. In fact, the first Helis Angels 
club vras founded in the San Bernardino area, 
of California, in 1948. But up until the mid- 


1960s, biker clubs didn”t do much that made 
nevrs. 

A notable exception vvas the so-called 
“Hollister riot” that occurred in the small 


California tovrn of that name in 1947. 

The American Motoreyclist Association 
(AMA), founded in 1924 to promote safe 
motoreyclinğ and motoreycling events, 
had 1onğ sponsored an annual three-day 
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"Yreekends. It vvas traditionally a, pleasant 


: gathering of lavr-abiding motoreyele fans. But 


thevrally that-began on duly ö, 1947 attracted 
an “ünexpectediy large influx of, more than 
V 4:000 məotoreyclist from all oyer the country, 
inöludinğ Some members of clübs vrho vvere 
dfar:more rebellious and rambunetious than 
the typical AMA memhbers. A 

TİTe faction soon:began getting drunk, racing 
in the streets, Sstartins fishts, creating piles of 
empty beer bottles, and generally scaring hell 
out, of many local residents. 

The. “Hollister riot” led to a short-lived 
flurry of negative national nevrs stories and 
editorials. Tt also inspired the 1955 film THE 
VVILD ONE, vvhiöh features a, Hollister-style 
invasion of a: small tovn by..a biker gang, 
starring Marfiön Brando as: their semi-bad, 
sermnismarb, very cool-looking leader. 

Duriüğ the follovring decade, Helis Amn8els 
öhübs” and öther SToups of “outlavr” /bikers 
beğan to öröliferate in California ayid other 
states. They increSsingiy became inivolved.in 
various types ofüllegal activities. 

m March 1968, California Attorney General 
Thomas.G“Eyneh, released a shöcking repört, 


on,..-crirqe$, bloody brayvls and murders 
committed by biker gangsin the state, focusing 
on the Hells Angels. It generated nationvride 
nevvs coverage. Tvvo months later, Hunter 
Thompson s in-depth article about the Angels, 
titled “The Motoreycle Gangs: Losers and 
Outsiders” yras published in THE NATION. 
Thompson then expanded his article into the 
bestsellinS book HELL”S ANGELS, published 
in 1967. 

This helped spark the rise of B-movies 
featuring motoreycle ganğs, such as .THE 
VVILD ANGELS (1966), THE -GLORY 
STOMPERS (1967), HELLS ANGELS ON 
VVHEELS (1967), THE CYCLE SAVAGES 
(1969), and many others in the “60s and 
“Os: 

It also:led:to the rise of men"s adventure 
mağs Stories about motoreycle ğangs in 
MAM-S. Cover art and stories featuring bikers 
became common in MAMs around the same 
time that bikersploitation films first became 
popular and econtinued to be common until 
thegenre faded avvay in thelate 1970s. (MAM 
covers and story spreads featuring bikers 
are shovrcased in the book BARBARLANS 


ON BIKES: BIKERS AND MOTORCYCLE 
GANGS IN MEN”S .PULP ADVENTURE 
T.AGAZINES, one”of-the”Men”s Adventure 
Library books co-edited DyuRöbert Deis and 
VVyatt Doyle.) 

The story “VVe Vliped Out “Brultal Mazkos” 
Cyeole Killers” 6ombines both the Glüftlam.biker 
and visilante “ustice tropes. IS” Dortrayed 
as a, true.firSt person account and as"a,“Book 
Bonus.” Tn fact, iTs neither. But it/s a helluva 
cool Story, Drobabliy vvritten by some pulp 
fiction pTO. 

The artvvoTk that goes vvith it, used in color 
on the cover and printed asa: vertical tvro- 
page spread imnside, vvas done by Earl Norem. 

Norem is:mostvvidely knovvn for the comics 
and graphic növel”6över art he did for titles 
like MarveP”s SAVAGE SVVORD OF CONAN, 
MASTERS OF THE UNIVERSE, and 
PLANET OF THE APES. 


True Norem fans knovr he.alSodid paperback 
covers and hundreds of MAM cover paintings 
and interiors. A large percentage of his 
MAM vvork vas for Magazine Managements 
Diamond line (FOR MEN ONLY, MALE, 
MEN, STAG, etc.). But he also did artuvork 
for MAMS published by other companies, such 
as Crestvrood Publishinğ s MAN”S LIFE and 
TRUE MEN STORIES. 

Earl passed avvay in 2015 at age 928. As you 
notice, he also did the artvvork for tvvo other 
stories in this issue of the MAQ: “Blood Feud 
vrith the Mafia” and “The Amputee Vengeance 
Squad”s Mafia, VTipeout.” He vvas one of the 
greats. 
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a “super-outlavv” gang called the 
Savages that had been raising hell in 


“ , five states, mostly among other clubs. 
They”d raid a club, brutally beat and 
stomp the bikers, saving the vvorst 
for the chief, then demand that the 
club disband and all of them become 
Savages — or else. The “or else” 


meant the continued beating of anyone 
ho resisted, and the mass rape of the 


clubs” vvomen. 


NCE an outlavv, alvvays an outlayv. That fact and The chief of the Savages vvas a near-psycho named 

my friendship vvith a guy explains vvhy 1 became “Big Mack.” Under his leadership the Savages vvere 

involved in vvhat T”d say vvas one of the vvildest biker becoming the largest and most povverful outlavv gang 

vvars ever. And after 1 thought 1 vvas an ex-outlavv. in the Midvvest. According to estimates they numbered 

Hank “The Hammer” Edvvards and 1 had been best anyvvhere from 50 to 75 members and vvere increasing 
friends since vve vvere kids. After high school vve”d fast as they “absorbed” other clubs and took in any 


become motoreyecle freaks and organized a club — 
the Hell Raiders — and became vvhat TV, 
nevvspapers and the public call “outlavv bikers.” 
Okay, that”s vvhat vve vvere, no apologies. VVe did 
our share of the things you hear about. 

VVe served out time in Vietnam and, home again, 
vve picked up vvhere vve”d left off. Or, 
anyvvay, Hank did. He cared more 
about the outlavv life than 1 did. That”s 
vvhy he vvas the club chief. 

T vvent along vvith the Hell Raider,) 
for a vvhile, then 1 gradually drifted 
avvay, riding vvith the club less and 
less, although Hank and 1 
vvere still buddies. He understood 
vvhen 1 didn”t go on a run, or vvhe 
I didn”t shovv up for a punch-out. And he 
understood vvhen 1 sold my chopper to one of 
the Hell Raiders, bought a “straight” eycle and 
soon after, moved to another city about 50 
miles avvay to take a good fob. 

The end of my outlavv days — so1 
thought. A fevv times each year Pd go on a 
run vvith the Hell Raiders because of my 
friendship vvith Hank and because 1 still got 
kicks riding vvith them (like 1 said, once an 
outlavv...). 

On one of those runs — the last that 
Hank and 1 vvere to make together — 

I vvas throvvn right back into the outlavv 
scene, like it or not. 
That spring 1 had heard rumors about 


eycle-riding hoodlums, drifters and oddballs vvho 
decided to attach themselves to the Savages for 
5 kicks, sex and “prestige.” 


: I didn”t quite believe some of the 
stories Pd heard, since people tend 
to exaggerate outlavv stories 
anyvvay. Little about the 
Savages had appeared in 
the nevvspapers 
because violence 
betvveen clubs doesn”t get 
much play. Only vvhen straight 
people are involved do the nevvspapers 
play it up. And the police couldn”t care 
less vvhen outlavv clubs have a punchout., 
It vvas carly summer, eycle season, 
Td fust tuned up my big 750 cc, four- 
eylinder bike and polished it until 
it gleamed like a yevvel. One sun-up on 
a Saturday 1 headed dovvn the turnpike 
for the Hell Raiders” clubhouse and a 
vveekend run, vvhich meant nothing 
more than plenty of fast riding, 
drinking, vvomen and vvhatever else vve 
might meet along the vvay. 
VVhat vve met vvas bad, all bad. 
The Hell Raiders” clubhouse vvas an 
old diner on a back road, vvith an 
abandoned gas station across the road 
vvhere the choppers vvere kept. 
As 1 rode in, the guys vvere tying their gear onto their 
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choppers and checking out brake and throttle cables, 
lights and such, and passing around quart-size bottles 
of beer. 1 felt the old beat, the feeling of being vvith 
good friends, about to do familiar things that vvere 
greater than anything else you”d ever done before or 
vvould do in the future. 

“Hey, here comes /ack on his mini-bikel” 1 heard 
one of the guys yell. Before 1 could even get my “mini- 
bike” onto its kick-stand, 1 had a quart of beer in my 
hand, a big, blonde mama hanging onto my neck and 
my old buddy Hank shaking my hand and telling me 
that 1 looked straighter every time he savv me. 

The Hell Raiders vvere blasting off in a fevv minutes 
but first, the blonde introduced herself. Her name vvas 
Lu, her hair vvas real, and so vvere her enormous breasts 
that bounced free and bra-less bencath her skin-tight 
red T-shirt. Lu asked me, smiling and licking her full 
red lips, vvould 1 like to go into the clubhouse for a 
“quickie” before vve left. 1 said no, that 1 didn”t care 
much for carly morning sex, especially vvhen 1 had to 
rush, and that Vd catch her later. 

There vvasr”t time, really, so vvith Lu on the saddle 
behind me, squcezing me around the vvaist, her pillovvy 
breasts pressed against my back, the Hell Raiders — 
vvith guest, lack August — roared out into the morning 
and barreled dovvn the highvvay, 22 strong, vvith Hank 
and me in the lead, like old times, the chill morning air 
punching avvay at my body, the sun feebly vvarm and a 
gray mist on the meadovvs. 

Straight people vvere on the road, in their red and 
blue and green four-door sedans and station vvagons, 
packed vvith picnic gear, kids and dogs. They pulled 
over to let the outlavv bikers pass, the vvives open- 
mouthed, as if they vvere about to be raped: the kids 
excited and grinning, flashing us the “V” sign, the 
husbands envious bencath the fear and hostility. 

VVe vvere the Great American Menace, and about to 
pillage the countryside. Lock up your vvomen, even 
Grandma and your six-year-old daughter, and don”t 
even look at those animals or they”ll stomp you to a 
felly. 

Vvell, the kids think vve”re groovy . . . 

Along about noon vve stopped alongside the road 
for our version of a picnic, vvhich vvas definitely not 
family-style. Call itan X-rated picnic. VVe broke out the 
booze, good bourbon and scotch and rye, an ice chest 
filled vvith bottles of beer, and lots of hero sandvviches. 
As vve sat under a big tree, Hank and 1 rapped about the 
old days. And T asked him about those Savages and the 


legendary Big Mack. 

“Outasight, man,” said Hank, taking a long slug of 
bourbon and vviping the remains of a sandvvich from 
his dark handlebar mustache. The mustache vvas nevv, 
as vvas his shoulder-length hair. The effect vvas even 
more threatening than Hank already looked at six-four 
and about 220 pounds, bigger by four inches and 40 
pounds than me, But inside, Hank vvas peaceable and 
gentle — vvith his friends, that is. 

“The Savages are supposed to be the toughest, 
raunchiest, most head-busting collection of bikers 
anyplace,” Hank continued. “Maybe and maybe not, 
But1 knovv that Big Mack MacMahon is nuts, yust out 
of his skull. So far, the Savages haven”t shovvn up in 
this neck of the vvoods. T”m not vvorried, though. 

“From vvhat Tve heard, Big Mack has some oddball 
idea that he can take over all the outlavv clubs in the 
country — the entire U.S.A. — and become a big 
povver, like some kind of Hitler on a chopper, vvith his 
private army of bikers. Out of his skull.” 


he talk vvent on to other things, and then Lu sat 

dovvn next to me and began to cuddle, rubbing 
her breasts against me and practically purring. Several 
bikers and mamas had already vvandered into the 
bushes vvith blankets. VVhy should 1 be different? 1 
grinned at Hank, got up and, vvithout another vvord, 
vvalked Lu behind a clump of thick bushes. VVhen 1 
spread her blanket on the grass, she slipped her T-shirt 
over her head, kicked off her lovv boots and vvriggled 
out of her blue /eans. Beautiful. She stood naked in 
the sunlight, her tanned body seeming to glovv, her 
breasts looking even bigger, free of restraint, her vvaist 
slim, long smooth thighs flovving into slim calves and 
ankles. Giggling shyly, like a kid, Lu came over to me 
and unbuttoned my shirt, kissing my face and neck 
and chest. 1 sat dovvn, pulling her on top of me, then 
vve tugged off my boots, all but tore off my denims 
and shorts. By then, vve vvere svəsting and panting, Lu 
said, “Right avvay . . . novv . 

Before 1 could do ola more than gently nip 
at her hard, pink nipples, Lu had dravvn me into her, 
vvound her strong legs around my body and begun 
a vvild, bucking motion that brought us both to a 
dizzying climax vvithin a fevv minutes. And once more. 
And then again... 

Tavvoke feeling a moist tongue in my car. Lu giggled 
and said, “Time to saddle up.” 

I rolled over, about ready for another round, but 1 
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heard a couple of chopper engines roar into life. So 1 
reached for my denims instcad. A fevv minutes later, 
still groggy, my belly muscles aching, sated as 1 hadn”t 
been in some time, 1 vvas alongside Hank heading 
dovvn the highvvay. 

Along about sundovvn vve passed a country road 
and 1 savv tvvo outlavv bikers parked there, lounging 
on their choppers, vvatching us as vve passed by. Hank 
and 1 vvaved, as most eyclists do. But this pair didn”t 
vvave back. They yust looked. Hank glanced at me and 
shrugged. 1 vvondered about the tvvo. Later on that 
night 1 knevv vvhy they hadn”t vvaved back. 

Midnight, and vve vvere in a big gin mill fust outside 
a grubby factory tovvn. Although there vvere quite 
a fevv tovvn guys there vvith their girls, and several 
chicks vvho vvere alone, vve had pretty much taken 
over. But everyone vvas getting along fine. The Hell 
Raiders didn”t beat up anyone vvho didn”t bother us 
first, and since vve vveren”t messing vvith their girls, 
the tovvn guys vvere friendly. VVe vvere rapping to them 
about eycling and telling stories about the crazy things 
vve did and having a helluva time. Then like one of 
those sudden thunderstorms that seem to come out of 
novvhere in the middle of a sunny August afternoon, 
the Savages hit us. 

T heard a dull roar belovv the country music that vvas 
tvvanging and moaning out of the Puke box. The roar 
grevv to a sharp roar, and the din of the people in the 
bar lessened and died until there vvas no sound except 
the country music and the throbbing boom of vvhat 1 
estimated to be at least 50 eycles, about a quarter-mile 
avvay and coming on fast. 

“The Savages,” said one of the tovvn guys near me. “1 
heard they vvere camped near here. Don”t hang around,” 
he vvarned. Then he split, follovved by everyone else 
except the bartender and the Hell Raiders. 1 recalled 
then the tvvo bikers vve”d seen on the country road that 
afternoon, the tvvo vvho hadn”t vvaved back. They”d 
been Savages, outlavvs among outlavvs. 

“Looks like vve”re about to meet the Savages, starring 
Big Mack,” said Hank, grinning. But there vvas tension 
in his voice. 

The other Hell Raiders vvere talking in İlovv tones, 
trying to act as if yust another outlavv club vvas riding 
in. 

The smart thing to do vvas split, fast, but it vvas too 
late. And neither Hank nor 1 vvould have done that 
anyvvay. If vve had, it vvould have been the first time 
for both of us. 


“VVell, old buddy,” 1 said, “vve”ve been in bad spots 
before. VVe”ll tough it out like alvvays.” 

The roar split up into 50 or so individual eycle 
engines and the blast vvas deafening as they geared 
dovvn and pulled into the gin mill”s parking lot. Then, 
one by one, the engines vvere cut and there vvere loud 
voices and scuffling boots outside. Then the Savages 
burst through the double doors of the place like a 
horde of invading barbarians, led by the biggest, most 
menacing-looking human being 1 have ever seen — 
Big Mack. 


H: vvas at least six-foot-seven, vveighed maybe 275 
pounds and looked likc a gorilla vvith its fur shaved 
off. Dressed in the usual denim colors that vvere stiff 
and black vvith grease filth, Big Mack vvore nothing 
under the facket, and both biceps vvere tattooed vvith 
the vvord SAVAGES circling a grinning death”s head. 
His arms vvere as thick as the average man”s thighs. 
But the most striking of Big Mack”s physical features 
vvas his head — the scalp shaved, criss-crossed vvith 
the dead-vvhite scars of past fights, his eyes vvere small 
and black, his nose flat, his vvide mouth vvith its fleshy 
lips permanently sneering. 

Big Mack opened the mouth and strangely, 
contradictorily, a povverful but high, almost effeminate 
voice said, “Hello, Hell Raiders. VVe vvas fust passing 
by and savv your nice little choppers (there vvere half- 
smothered laughs from the other Savages). Thought 
vve”d stop in and say hello.” 

The Savages had pushed their vvay in and spread 
out, filling up the place. And stinking it up. Even their 
mamas, although many of them vvere pretty, looked 
dirty and mean. 

Cool as alvvays, Hank said, “Nice to see you. 1”m 
Hank Edvvards. This is Vack August. And that”s 
Punchy, Danny, Tools, Spike...” He introduced several 
of us then he asked Big Mack his name. Big Mack 
looked puzzled and put-dovvn, shocked that there vvas 
actually a biker vvho didn”t knovv vvho he vvas. Then he 
seemed to suspect that Vack vvas putting him on, subtly 
insulting him, but he vvasn”t sure so he mumbled his 
name and club”s name, then said to the bartender, 
“Beer. For everybody.” The bartender, vvho had stood 
rooted to the floor, paralyzed vvith fear, leaped to serve 
us, 

Big Mack then pretty much ignored us, drinking 
and talking to his sinister-looking crevv of lieutenants, 
vvho favvned over him, laughing at his dumb ?okes and 
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generally acting vvorshipful. 

“VVhat do vve do?” 1 asked Hank. “You think he”s 
going to do nothing, or toy vvith us for a vvhile. Or 
vvhat?” 

“Don”t knovv,” said Hank. “From vvhat T”ve heard 
about him, Big Mack is unpredictable. He might have 
a couple of beers, then give the order to ride out. Or 
he might suddenly pick a fight over nothing and mop 
us up. 

“VVe”1l stay ust long enough to make it look natural, 
then take off. 1 mean, once vve get our behinds on our 
saddles — move. 

Throughout this talk, Lu had been hanging onto my 
arm, trembling as if the temperature vvere ten belovv 
zero. 1 steered her into a corner and said, “Don”t vvorry, 
kid. VVe”1l be okay. 1 don”t think they”ll start anything..” 
But 1 didn”t believe myself. 

“He”s . . .. a monster,” said Lu. “Did you look at his 
eyes? 1 alvvays look at people”s eyes. Big Mack”s eyes 
are crazy, like they don ”t really see you.” 

The Savages follovved their chiefs lead and vvere 
more-or-less partying, svvilling dovvn the beer, messing 
vvith their mamas and thumping around in vvhat passed 
for dancing. A half-hour passed and nothing happened. 
I glanced over at Hank. He nodded and looked tovvard 
the door. Time to bail out. 


EL Lu by the hand and shouldered my vvay through 
the crush of stinking Savage bodies tovvard the door. 
The other Hell Raiders vvere slovvly, cautiously doing 
the same thing. Hank vvas easing his vvay up to Big 
Mack, to say so long and to thank him for the beer. It 
vvas a calculated risk. If vve Tust tried to spllit, forget 
it. VVe knevv Big Mack and the Savages vvould be 
outraged by such a breach of biker customs. 

Hank held out his hand to shake vvith Big Mack. If 
trouble vvas coming, it vvould come right novv. 

“VVhaddya mean you”re leavin”T” Big Mack hovvled 
in his strange, high-pitched voice. Trouble. 1 took my 
eycle key out of my pocket and pressed it into Lu”s 
trembling hand. 

“Can you ride a eycle?” 1 asked. 

“Y... yes,” said Lu, almost sobbing. 

“VVell, get on mine and head for home, the clubhouse. 
Don”t stop for anything and don”t look back. T”11 be 
secing you there — 1 hope.” 

As Big Mack and Hank exchanged heated vvords, 
everyone”s attention vvas centered on them, so Lu vvas 
able to slip out the door unnoticed, 


Resigned to a fight that 1 didn”t vvant and that the 
Hell Raiders couldn”t vvin, I unbuckled the heavy eycle 
chain-belt from around my vvaist and pulled it through 
the belt 1oops of my denims. Then 1 coiled it once 
around my fist and let the rest dangle loose along my 
leg. Ivvas shaking: 1 hadn”t been in a biker punchout in 
over tvvo years and vvondered if 1 could still “tough it 
out.” 1 did, but 1 vvasn”t conscious very long. 

Like an explosion of human bodies, the fight vvas 
on. Big Mack grabbed Hank by the front of his iacket, 
Hank tvvisted avvay and punched Big Mack flush on 
the Pavv vvith a hard right. Big Mack blinked his little 
eyes, took a half-step back, then vvaded in. Hank vvent 
dovvn and after that, all 1 remember is a fevv minutes — 
or maybe only a fevv seconds — of svvinging my chain, 
vvhipping Savage heads and faces, punching vvith my 
chain-knuckled fist, secing blood spurt from noses and 
vvelts spring up on favv and foreheads. 

I tried to vvork my vvay to vvhere 1 had seen Big 
Mack and a fevv other Savages fall to the floor on top 
of Hank, vvho vanished beneath their milling bodies. 
I recall thinking, Thank God Lu got avvay. 1 heard the 
unmistakable smooth purr of my bike heading out of 
the gin mill”s parking lot and dovvn the road. And yust 
then there vvas an explosion inside my head, a brightly- 
colored pinvvheel of pain vvent vvhizzzz, and 1 fell end- 
over-end straight dovvn . . . 


vvoke up to silence, except for the groans of men and 

vvomer”s sobbing and someone saying, “It”s no use. 
He”s dead. He”s dead...” 

VVho s dead? 1 asked inside my mind, and somehovv 
opened my eyes and vvent to my knees, The room 
vvhirled. 1 vviped caked blood and dirt and filth out of 
my eyes and could see. My head cleared and 1 got up. 
The Hell Raider named Punchy came over and said, 
“Hank”s dead, 1 think. VVe can”t vvake him up and he 
doesn”t move...” Then Punchy helped me over to 
vvhere Hank vvas laying on the floor, flat on his back, 
looking as if he”d been run over by a truck. Blood 
soaked him from his head dovvn to his vvaist, except 
vvhere his old lady had vvashed it avvay from his face. 
His nose vvas all out of shape, his eyes vvere svvollen 
shut and his face looked like ravv beef. 

I took his vvrist and tried to find a pulse. Nothing. 
And Hank”s skin vvas cool and dry. He vvas dead all 
right. 

“Has anyone called for an ambulance ... the police?” 
Tasked. 
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“Yeah, both,” someone said. 

Spike Darro told me that Big Mack and three other 
Savages had been the ones vvho had killed Hank, 
hitting him vvith chains and pipes and stomping him 
long after he”d hit the floor and gone out. 

“They seemed to hate the vvay he fought back, he 
didn”t quit, he vvasn”t afraid of them,” said Spike, his 
face still shovving the horror of vvhat he”d seen. 

I vvas numb, stunned by my ovvn inyiuries — a 
potentially fatal brain concussion, they told me at the 
hospital — and by the death of a close friend. A death 
for no good reason. Hank had been through all kinds 
of hazards in Vietnam and survived, to be beaten and 
stomped to death by a horde of thugs vvho vveren”t 
fit to carry his colors. And there vvas nothing 1 could 
do about it but sit on the blood-soaked floor next to 
Hank”s body and feel miserable as 1 tried to comfort 
his old lady. 

The only comforting thought 1 had vvas not a single 
Hell Raider had gone over to the Savages, even though 
Big Mack and the Savages had vvorked them over 
badly. Hank vvould have liked that. 

The ambulance came, the cops came. 1 demanded 
that the cops take out after the Savages and vvhen they 
got them, turn them over to the Hell Raiders for “trial” 
and punishment. 1 vvasn”t making much sense at that 
point and became so abusive tovvard the cops that the 
Hell Raiders had to calm me dovvn. 

The cops said, in effect, “Yeah, yeah. Another biker 

punchout. It”s no big deal. So one of you got knocked 
off? Too bad all of you didn”t get it. Fevver of you 
troublemakers for us to vvorry about.” 
A couple of days later — 1 vvas still in the hospital — 
a fevv of the Hell Raiders came to visit and fill me in 
on vvhat had happened during the fight after ”d gone 
dovvn for the count. 

The Savages had really mopped us up. Four of the 
Hell Raiders, including Hank”s old lady, had been 
forced to pull the train for at least ten Savages each, 
vvith Big Mack brutalizing each of the girls. He took a 
special pleasure in the beatings and stompings and the 
brutal sex, a sick grin on his face all the time. Out of 
his skull, like Hank said. 

T got mad — mad at Big Mack, the Savages, the cops, 
the dumb vvay Hank had died. And 1 got mad at myself 
for not saying to him there in the gin mill, “Let”s get 
out of here. VVe don”t have to prove our manhood to 
anyone.” 

So1gotmad. Big deal. Then Iremembered something 


Hank liked to say: “Ön f get mad, get even.” 

I decided then and there to get even. 

The Hell Raiders vvere obviously demoralized, 
leaderless and beaten, going through the motions 
of living. Even Punchiy, a former high-ranked 
heavyvveight boxer, couldn”t seem to recover mentally 
from the beating he”d taken from the Savages. The 
other Hell Raiders vverc in the same bad shape. During 
their three visits to (he hospital 1 could tell they vvanted 
to do something about Hank”s murder but they needed 
someone to tell them vvhat to do, someone to think for 
them. 1 vvas elected, or maybe 1 elected myself. 

Anyvvay, out of the hospital and home — Lu stayed 
vvith me at my place, and vvas a vvonderful nurse, 
especially at night — 1 had the Hell Raiders visit one 
vveekend and told them that 1 vvanted to take on the 
Savages and vvipe them out for vvhat they”d done to 
Hank and all ofus. 


N" ust punch them out — destroy them,” 1 said. 
“Hovv, man?” asked Spike, a tall, lean guy vvith 
a crevv-cut hair that stood straight up in sharp spikes. 

“Tve been doing a lot of thinking,” 1 said. “And P”ve 
been remembering all the things I”ve heard about the 
Savages, and vvhat Hank and the rest of you have told 
me about them. 

“Big Mack is the only thing that holds them together. 
You knovv as vvell as 1 do, that any eycle club is a 
collection of loners. The only thing that keeps a club 
together is a strong, tough chief. You guys, for instance, 
have been moping around, doing nothing but breathe 
since the Savages killed your chief.” 

“VVe”ll quit mopin” vvhen you tell us vvhat to do, 
Tack,” said Spike. “You”re the one vvho ought to be 
chief novv.” 

“Okay. But you knovv vvhat 1 mean about a club 
needing a leader. Anyvvay, vvhat 1 figure to do is ?oin 
up vvith the Savages — you knovv, vvork undercover — 
and get to Big Mack somehovv. ..” 

“And stick a knife in his gutsl” said Spike, grinning. 
The others approved. 

“No, nothing like that,” 1 said. “Tm not sure vvhat T”1I 
do but it”s got to be something that vvill do in Big Mack 
and the Savages for sure and forever.” 

“Hovv you gonna do it alone?” asked Tools Novak, 
the youngest of the Hell Raiders, and the mechanical 
genius vvho kept the Hell Raiders” choppers running 
like vvatches. 

“TI vvon”t be doing it alone,” 1 said. “T”m not that 
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crazy. You guys vvill be kept posted, and vvill help later 
— on. 

“But all this is yust talk. 1”ve got to get back on my 
fee and back on my eyecle, first. 

It vas a month before 1 vvas in any condition to ride, 
fight or do anything much else. But during that time 
I had the Hell Raiders out on “scouting expeditions,” 
checking on the vvhereabouts of the Savages. 1 vvanted 
to knovv exactly vvhere they vvere vvhen 1 vvas ready to 
go after them. 

Apparently, Big Mack vvas getting bolder as his rat 
pack took over other clubs. He had taken over tvvo 
small clubs since the tovvnspeople and threatened to 
return and repeat the brutalizing if the police vvere 
called. Spike told me that he”d questioned a biker vvho 
had been allovved to ride vvith the Savages (the guy vvas 
a good mechanic and the Savages needed one at the 
time) and he said that Big Mack ran the entire shovv, 
vvith the others follovving blindly, never questioning 
anything he said or did. 

Also during that month 1 grevv a thick mustache and 
Tet my hair grovv long and greasy. 1 didn”t vvant to take 
the chance of some Savage recognizing me. Tools 
checked out Hank”s chopper and tuned it perfectly: 1 
practiced riding it. 

One Saturday afternoon, vvearing a dirty greasy, 
stinking set of colors vvithout a club name on the back, 
— Ikissed Lu good-bye and rode out to meet the Savages. 


. “alqı to my “scouts,” for the previous vveek 
they had been hanging out near tovvn about 100 
— miles avvay. Big Mack had the hots for a girl there but 
— couldn”t get near her because she vvas rarely out of 
 sight of either her boyfriend, her father or her three 
— big brothers. Big Mack vvas out to get her one vvay 
or another. So the Savages vvaited around, obedient. 
And 1 took the opportunity of catching the Savages 
— standing still. 

— 1: göt a room at a sleazy motel at the edge of tovvn, 
vvhere they vveren”t particular about their guests. The 
 dirty old man at the desk looked at me, then at my 
— chopper, expecting to see a girl. 1 figured that no one 
 ever came to the place vvithout a girl or stayed longer 
than overnight. 

I located the Savages that night in a big gin mill 
— vvhere my scouts said they vvere hanging out most 
 nights. Located in a rundovvn factory-slum district, the 
— place looked as if it had been taken over completely by 
the Savages, since there vvere no cars parked in either 


the street or the ?oint”s parking lot. There vvere only 
choppers, over 50 of them, gleaming menacingly in the 
glovv of the streetlights and the gin mill”s neon signs. 

VVith a vvhispered “Here goes,” 1 pulled my chopper 
into the parking area, off to one side of the Savages” 
bikes. Then, putting on my most hostile expression, 1 
svvaggered into the place. 

The general mood of the Savages vvas one of 
sullen boredom, as if they vvere coming dovvn from a 
mariyuana high, or maybe vvere suffering from a mass 
hangover. 

A fevv heads turned vvhen 1 vvalked in but it seemed 
as if the Savages vvho bothered to look at me figured 1 
vvas fust another gang member, a nevv one they didn”t 
knovv yet. 1 faded into the mob and ordered a big mug 
of beer. 

The uke box vvas blasting avvay but only a half- 
dozen mamas and their men vvere dancing. Everyone 
else vvas cither rapping or yust drinking, leaning against 
the long, vvorn vvooden bar, or slumped at little round 
tables and in the booths that lined three vvalls. The 
place vvas dense vvith the stink of unvvashed Savages, 
stale beer and vvhatever the hell they made in the 
nearby factories. The only good thing about the scene 
vvas that the beer vvas ice cold. 

I looked around for Big Mack and savv him come 
out of the men”s room, his bald head shining vvith 
svveat, high above everyone else in the place. 1 vvas 
ust as amazed by his size and menacing appearance 
as TPd been the first time T”d seen him. 1 knevv damned 
vvell 1 couldn”t hope to take him in a fight, so 1 had 
to get to him by using my mind. My still-hazy, half- 
formed plan: Get invited to ride vvith the Savages. And 
the only vvay to make that happen vvas to impress Big 
Mack vvith my ability as a bravvler since according to 
my scouts, that vvas the only thing he respected in a 
man. 

I vvasn”t being reckless or heroic. T”d alvvays been 
a good fighter, as a linebacker on a football team, 
heavyvveight runnerup in the divisional boxing 
competition in service and as an instructor in self- 
defense. 1 knevv vvhat 1 vvas doing. 

1 picked my “victim” carefully, a Savage vvho vvas 
taller than me, heavier, but vvho looked slovv and had a 
roll of fat around his middle that told me he drank too 
much beer and vvould get tired avvfully fast. Around 
his vvaist vvas a heavy link chain held together vvith an 
unlocked padlock. 1 made a mental note to snap the 
lock shut first chance 1 got so he couldn”t get the chain 
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Off and use it on my head. 

ight as vvell get it over vvith, I thought and, beer 

mug in my hand, 1 edged through the crush to 
vvithin touching distance of the big Savage. He vvas 
talking vvith a mama — a young, good-looking one- 
making motions vvith his hands to emphasize vvhatever 
line of crap he vvas giving her. Deliberately, 1 held my 
beer mug vvhere he vvas vvaving his arms. He knocked 
the mug out of my hand, then turned to me, his face 
shovving fear (terrified that the mug had been held 
by a Savage vvho might take offense or, God forbid, 
Big Mack himself). Then his expression changed to 
contempt vvhen he savv me. But, taking the offensive 
right off, 1 said, “You ovve me a beer, fat kid.” 

He sneered, snarled and made a vvell-knovvn obscene 
gesture vvith his finger. 1 reached over and grabbed a 
handful of the fat that overhung his belt and pinched, 
hard. And 1 quickly snapped shut the padlock vvithout 
him noticing. 

He hovvled in pain and took a svving at me. 1 skipped 
back and slapped him across the car, hard. 

By novv a space had cleared around us and there 
vvere shouts of encouragement for my opponent. vvho 
turned out to be named “Tugboat.” 

Tugboat grinned. 1 vvasn”t even a Savage, and he vvas 
bigger than 1 vvas and he had his vvhole club here to 
help him, if he needed help. He vvas all confidence. 
But it seemed to me that the other Savages didn”t like 
Tugboat all that much. 1 knevv that if they vvere going 
to stomp me, as vvas normal vvith any outlavv club 
vvhen a stranger messed vvith one of them, they”d have 
done it by novv. But it seemed that they vvanted some 
action to relieve their boredom, and didn”t care much 
if Tugboat got bloodied. 

I came at Tugboat, hooking tvvo necksnapping lefts 
to his big chin, then a left to his eye. The eye turned 
purple in a fevv seconds, then began to puff shut. 
Tugboat looked shocked and scared. He shuffled in, 
svvung a roundhouse left and right, vvhich 1 slipped 
under, raking his ribs vvith a left and right. By novv, 
Tugboat knevv he vvas in big trouble. 1 began hitting 
him almost at vvill, and the Savages did nothing except 
give mock cheers vvhen Tugboat tried to hit me. Then 
he reached for his padlock and tried to tvvist it open to 
get at his chain, fumbling, tugging at the lock, trying 
to hold me off as he did so. He looked comic, pathetic 
and the Savages laughed and hovvled at one of their 
brother bikers. 

VVith a one-tvvo, 1 dumped Tugboat on his behind, 


and he sat on the floor puking into his lap, still trying 
to unlock the padlock, then pulling on the chain to get 
it up past his belly or dovvn over his hips. 

But the fight vvasn”t over yet, 


he Savages had grovvn silent and 1 felt rather than 

savv or heard someone coming up behind me. 
Instinctively 1 turned and started to drop into a crouch. 
but not soon enough to avoid a punch that caught me 
üst above the temple and knocked me into a couple of 
Savages at the edge of the circle. My head vvas ringing 
but clear and 1 regained my balance and stepped out 
to face the guy coming at me fast. He vvas my height, 
thin and lcathery-tough, vvith a long face like a shark, 
his lips dravvn back in a grin that exposed his big vvhite 
teeth. Spark, 1 thought, 7 am about to de-tooth you. 

Shark, 1 soon İearned, vvas in fact the Savage”s 
nickname. The name fit. He vvas fast and shifty and hit 
me hard a fevv times. And it vvas a vvhile before 1 vvas 
able to begin getting clear shots at him. My fabs kept 
glancing off his shoulders or elbovvs. Then 1 began to 
tunc in to the rhythm of his movements, vvhich had a 
certain pattern, as any boxer knovvs. 1 began hitting him 
in the belly, like one, tvvo, then skipping avvay from his 
punches, His breath vvas coming fast, and after ten or a 
dozen shots like that, tears sprang to his eyes from the 
pain. He began to back-pedal, blinking the tears avvay. 
I vvent after him, feinting lefts and right-hooking to 
his guts. His hands vvere coming dovvn instinctively to 
protect his belly. Once more, again, and Shark dropped 
his hands vvay dovvn to his chest and 1 yabbed to his 
nose, hard. Blood spurted. A vvhipping right hook that 
T brought from behind my ear caught him on the curve 
of the yavvbone. Shark”s knees turned to air and he 
dropped, one of the Savages catching him under the 
arms and easing him to the floor vvhere he stayed, flat 
on his back, blood trickling from his nose. 

The entertainment over, the Savages turned ugly 
and four of their biggest came at me. 1 backed tovvard 
the door — hell, this vvasn”t the vvay 1 had planned 
it — but the door disappeared behind a solid vvall of 
Savages. Damn itl They vveren”t follovving my script. 
But then Big Mack said the right thing. 

“Hold itl Hold itl” His high but povverful voice froze 
everyone in their tracks. A pathvvay opened for him 
as he made his vvay to vvhere 1 vvas standing, my fists 
cockled, ready to take them on. 

Big Mack stopped a fevv feet avvay, looked dovvn at 
me and said, “You got more guts than brains, comin” in 
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here and pickin” a fight vvith the Savages.” 

“Nobody messes vvith Rocky Keller. 1 don”t give a 
damn vvho you are.” 

“The first guy you dumped is nothin”, fust a clovvn... 
But him...” Big Mack pointed to Shark, then vvent on. 
“He”s the best punch-out artist vve got, except for me.” 

VVithout dragging it out in detail, things began going 
according to plan. Big Mack said he “took a liking 
to me,” Shark sneered vvhen Big Mack forced him to 
shake hands vvith me, and Tugboat sort of hung around 
me like a puppy dog, impressed vvith anyone vvho 
could take Shark in a fight and make friends vvith Big 
Mack too, 

After things settled dovvn, vvith the Savages doing 
instant replay of The Fight of the Century, Big Mack 
asked me vvhere 1 vvas from, vvhere 1 vvas going and so 
on. 1 gave him a phony story about being a Vietnam 
veteran Yust eycling around the country for a vvhile, 
trying to “find myself.” He said 1 could “hang around” 
vvith the Savages if 1 vvanted to and that if 1 “did okay” 
— that is, obeyed everything Big Mack said — 1 fust 
might be initiated into the club, since 1 vvas such a 
gutsy guy anda terrific punch-out artist. 


Ta. going, .lack August, Vthought. Yoz ye on your 
yvay to getting even — or getting killed. 

Riding vvith the Savages. 

Big Mack alvvays vvay out front, vvith no Savage 
daring to ride vvithin five chopper lengths of him. 
Tugboat, vvho had befriended me, told me that Big 
Mack”s current plan vvas to take over the biggest club 
in the area, the Godfathers. 

I had no interest in this, at first. Then 1 began to get 
caught up in things, the old outlavv blood going to 
my head. VVhy not? 1 vvas an undercover agent, so to 
speak. And to be a good one, 1 had to behave and think 
like a Savage. So 1 did. 1 even began to be influenced 
by the force of Big Mack”s personality. He vvas like 
Hitler or Genghis Khan — ruthless, strongminded, 
domineering, an egomaniac vvho vvas after limitless 
povver. And he got it from the Savages. 

One night, as planned, vve ambushed the Godfathers 
in their big truck-garage clubhouse. They vvere a big 
club, vvith 30 or so members and about 20 mamas. Big 
Mack vanted all of them in the Savages, He vvouldn”t 
get all of them but he”d try to “persuade” them to 
become Savages, So he had planned a particularly 
brutal attack: Crash in at 3 am, vvhile they vvere asleep 
and, as Big Mack told us at his “strategy meeting,” 


vve”d “VVaste “em. No fists, no boots, chains and pipes 
and anything else you vvanna use. And the mamas are 
all yours. And remember: Any of you vvithout blood on 
your vveapon, or vvho hasn”t balled at least one of their 
mamas, ansvvers to me... “ 

Big Mack ruled by terror. 

VVe took the Godfathers easily. They had heard about 
the Savages and had been sort of pre-terrorized and 
beaten. 

As part of my test of fitness to be a Savage, 1 had 
to slip into the garage, unlock the door, find the light 
svvitch, snap on the lights and fight off vvhichever of 
the Godfathers had the fastest reflexes and vvoke up 
ready to fight. But only tvvo of them got near me, half- 
asleep, before the Savages came pouring in through 
the big double doors, hovvling like banshees, vvhipping 
and smashing avvay at the Godfathers, vvho vvere still 
spravvled around on cots, mattresses, sofas and sleeping 
bags, all of them caught either sleeping or making it 
vvith their mamas. 

T have to admit that 1 vvaded in almost as ferociously 
as the Savages. Naked mamas and Godfathers vvere 
desperately trying to run or fight — mostly run — but 
a vvall of Savages blocked the doors. Maybe a half- 
dozen Godfathers and a fevv of their mamas got avvay. 

VVithin minutes, those Godfathers vvho hadn”t 
offered much resistance or vvho had been bloodied 
into submission, vvere herded into the center of the 
concrete floor. Their chief, a guy named Axe Mayo, 
vvas spravvled on the floor, bloody and unconscious. 
VVhen his old lady, a great looking brunette vvearing 
only her panties, vvent to him to see if he vvas dead or 
alive or vvhat, a big Savage grabbed her by her long 
hair, pulled her up and pavved at her breasts, laughing, 
and said, “Don”t vvorry, honey, you "ve got lots of nevv 
boyfriends novv...” But Big Mack yelled, “Drop the 
broad, Eddiel You knovv vvho gets firsts on the mamas.” 


B" Mack got “firsts,” of course. 

“AlI of you are novv Savagesl” Big Mack 
bellovved. “Love it or leave itl An” you vvon”t leave it 
unless you can get through that doorl” 

The door vvas blocked by a platoon of Savages, 
grinning, daring anyone to try to leave it.” No one 
tried, although T”d been told that a fevv of the “captive” 
members of clubs split as soon as they could. But most 
stayed vvith the Savages. 

The Godfathers huddled together, looking 
thoroughly defeated, the girls trying to cover their 
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bodies or hide behind their men, vvho stood holding 
aching heads, vviping bloody noses or hugging pained 
arms, shoulders and ribs. They looked like a beaten 
and demoralized army. 

The Godfathers vvere allovved to dress and take care 
of their vvounded. Those vvho looked as if they needed 
medical attention vvere taken into tovvn to a doctor by 
the Savages” “medical corps.” The girls, hovvever, vvere 
not permitted to dress. Many vvere completely naked, a 
fevv vvere vvearing panties or T-shirts or blue icans. The 
“party” vvas about to begin and the girls vvere to be the 
life of the party. 

Every one ofthe girls vvere kept busy by the Savages, 
vyho took them brutally, again and again, forcing them 
to perform every form of sex act I”d ever seen and then 
some. Several of the girls passed out from exhaustion, 
others became hysterical. 

I found a slim blonde vvho vvas about 18 or 19 and 
kept her to myself, trying to protect at least one of the 
girls from the animalistic treatment of the Savages. I”d 
look menacing vvhenever any Savage came near us. 
Somehovv Big Mack had overlooked her. Had he said 
he vvanted her, T”d have been forced to hand her over. 

I took the girl to a cot in a shadovv corner of the 
garage, vvhere 1 made love to her a couple of times, 
gently, vvishing 1 could keep her as my old lady. But 
that vvas forbidden by Big Mack — no old ladics, 
every Savage. vvoman vvas the property of every male 
Savage. There vvere no “permanent relationships.” 

Atdavvn, the “party” began to slovv dovvn, then ended 
vvith everyone passed out from drink or mariyuana or 
sex. And by noon, vve vvere on the road again, vvith tvvo 
dozen nevv members and 20 nevv mamas. 

Big Mack seemed to have no vveaknesses, no chinks 
in his armor. He vvas physically invulnerable. Pd seen 
him take on three or four bikers at once, punches 
bouncing off him as if he vvere made of vvood. No one 
in the Savages, not even Tugboat, vvho vvas the nearest 
thing to a friend that 1 had in the Savages, could be 
approached for help in corralling Big Mack and 
getting him to admit that he and certain other Savages 
had killed Hank. Big Mack didn”t drink very much, 
and 1 had never seen him smoke mariluana or pop pills 
of any kind. He didn”t have an old lady but simply took 
vvhatever girl he vvanted vvhen he needed sex. 

VVhat vvas his vveakness? 1 believe that every man 
has one, and Big Mack, in spite of his physical size and 
strength and forceful personality, had a vveakncss, too, 

T eventually found out vvhat it vvas: His chopper, 


TPd noticed vvithout really having it register that Big 
Mack had a very special attitude tovvard his huge green 
chopper. Every biker takes care of his bike and values 
it highly, even straight eyclists. But Big Mack had a 
“relationship” vvith his bike, a vveird relationship. No 
mama everrode vvith Big Mack, noteven the occasional 
one that he seemed to like and slept vvith far as long as 
a vveek or so, He alvvays rode solo, And he spent a 
helluva lot of time vvashing, polishing and tinkering 
vvith his chopper. He even talked to it, saying things 
like, “Let”s go, babyl” vvhen vve vvere starting a run or 
taking off from some gin mill or tovvn. And he”d pat it 
affectionately on the gas tank, the vvay you”d pat a girl 
on the fanny. He liked to compliment it, too, saying, 
“You look great, today,” or “You ran like a dream.” 

Once one of the guys from a club vve”d fust taken 
over, said to Big Mack, “Man, that”s some chopper,” 
and vvalked tovvard it, looking as if he might touch 
it. 1 thought Big Mack vvould go berserk and kill the 
guy. He grabbed the biker”s arm and tvvisted it behind 
his back, then shoved him so hard that the guy vvent 
skidding ten feet along the ground. Big Mack bellovved 
at him, “Nobody touches my chopperl Nobodyl” 

I had found the chink in Big Mack”s armor. And 1 
devised a far-out plan to cut him dovvn and finish him 
off. 

During the tvvo months Td been riding vvith the 
Savages, 1 had kept in touch vvith Lu and the Hell 
Raiders. After the takeover of the Godfathers, Big 
Mack had decided that vve”d stay for a vvhile at the 
former Godfathers” garage clubhouse. 1 figured this 
vvas a good time to put my plan into action, vvhile vve 
vvere in one place and not too far from the Hell Raiders. 

I told Big Mack that 1 had a girlfriend in a nearby 
tovvn and that P d like to go see her and maybe stay vvith 
her for a day or tvvo. (You had to check out everything 
vvith Big Mack.) He said okay and, vvhen 1 came back, 
I vvould be officially initiated into the Savages. 1 made 
out like 1 vvas the happiest biker in the vvorld at that 
nevvs and said T”d be back soon for the big event. Then 
I took off, fast, because Big Mack vvould often say yes 
one minute then change his mind the next. Once 1 vvas 
out of sight of the clubhouse, 1 peeled off my filthy 
dacket and tied it dovvn on my luggage rack. 1 felt as if 
İ vvas going home on leave from service in Vietnam... . 

“T think it”s an outasight thing,” said Punchy, after 
Pd told the Hell Raiders vvhat 1 planned to do. “You 
mean he”s really hung up on his chopper”l” 

“You vvouldn”t believe it,” 1 said. “It”s like he”s in 


46 MEN"$ ADVİNTURE: QUARTERLY 


love vvith it. VVe all like our choppers, but vvith Big 
Mack it"s sort of sick.” 

“Does he sleep vvith it?” asked Lu, vvhich got a big 
laugh from all of us. 1 hadn”t had many laughs lately. 

The Hell Raiders agreed this plan vvas far-out, but 
vvorkable if things vvent off vvithout a hitch. 

The Hell Raiders and 1 vvould “kidnap” Big Mack”s 
chopper and hold it for ransom — $2,000 and a couple 
of the Savages” best-looking mamas. The money and 
the vvomen vvere fust a cover-up to make things look 
legitimate. VVe”d threaten to destroy his precious 
chopper, either burn it, smash it to pieces or dismantle 
it and sell all the parts to chopper shops. VVhat 1 vvanted 
to do vvas get Big Mack alone and beat a confession 
out of him. 


he actual mechanics of the “kidnapping” vvas for 

me to return to the Savages, vvith the Hell Raiders 
along. They”d stay at a spot Pd found for a hideout, a 
place called Silver Hills, a fevv miles from vvhere the 
Savages vvere holed up. There vvas a hunters” cabin 
there, vvhich vvas used only during days vvhen Hank 
vvas tinkering vvith his chopper. VVe”d lcave a “ransom 
note” for Big Mack, meet a fevv Hell Raiders nearby 
and vve”d sneak back and push Big Mack”s chopper 
dovvn the road until vve vvere out of hearing, then take 
off for the Silver Hills hideout. 

After tvvo days of lovemaking vvith Lu, 1 rode back 
to my other life vvith the Savages, leaving the Hell 
Raiders off at the cabin in Silver Hills. Pd meet the 
other “kidnappers” that night sometime after midnight 
— they”d have to vvait for me until the Savages 
knocked off partying and vvere asleep — and take off 
vvith Big Mack”s precious chopper. 

Big Mack vvasn”t at the garage vvhen 1 got there but 
vvas in tovvn vvith a couple of Savages, looking for 
some girl he”d taken a liking to. 1 vvas hardly noticed 
vvhen 1 slipped in at about 10 that night. 

At least half of the Savages vvere out, foraging or on 
sex-and-bravvling expeditions in one or another of the 
tovvns nearby. Poor fovvnspeople, 1 thought, 

I sat dovvn on my cot to vvrite the ransom note. After 
an hour or so, this is vvhat 1 had, and 1 thought it vvas 
damned professional for a first-time kidnapper: 


BIG MACK 


Ve have got your chopper. Unless you do exactly as 
vee say, this beautiful specimen of machinery vill 


be (1) Destroyed by fire. (2) Dismantled and sold 
piece by piece to chopper shops far from here. Come 
to the crossroads at the tvvo boulders on Route 46 

at noon on the day after tomorrovv. Bring $2,000 

in small bills and your bvvo best-looking mamas. 

You vvill be met there and taken to a place vvhere 
your chopper yill be returned to you. If you try any 
tricks, you vyill never see your chopper again. You 
may bring one Savage vith you. 


- Rocky Keller 


I read and re-read the note, rather pleased vvith it, 
then stashed it under my colors, rolled the colors 
into a iacket for a pillovv and vvent to sleep, more or 
less, 1 actually only dozed and, at about one a.m., Big 
Mack and a fevv Savages came in. Big Mack looked 
sullen and vvas very quiet, so 1 knevv he hadn”t found 
vvhatever girl he”d been looking for. // Re feels bad 
novv, 1 thought, vvaif until tomorrovv vvhen he goes 
out to clean and polish his chopper. And there is no 
chopper. 


fter a vvhile there vvas the sound of heavy, rhythmic 
breathing in the garage: all the Savages vvho vvere 
coming back that night had done so, as far as 1 knevv. 

Quietly, vvith the ransom note in my boot and my 
boots in my hand, 1 tiptoed to Big Mack”s bed — four 
double-sized mattresses — and slipped the folded 
note into one of his size 14 boots. Then 1 climbed out 
through an open vvindovv into the cool night air. 

Tuvo minutes later 1 vvas coasting on my chopper 
to vvhere 1 vvas to meet three other Hell Raiders vvho 
vvould help me kidnap Big Mack”s chopper. 

About a quarter-mile from the Savages” hideout, 1 
pulled over to the shoulder of the road, started up my 
chopper and took off, looking over my shoulder, half 
expecting to see eycle headlights coming at me, fast... 

“Novv remember,” 1 told the trio of Hell Raiders” — 
Punchy, Cheat and Danny — “if vve get caught, it”s 
every man for himself. Don”t be a hero and stay around 
to help anyone. You”İl get killed. If you can”t get to 
your chopper vvithout getting caught, take off through 
the vvoods and head for the cabin.” 

Leaving our choppers in the brush at the side of the 
road, vve hiked up to the Savages” hideout. It vvas dark 
as pitch, except vvhen the moon came from behind the 
clouds. Light enough, but not too light for a kidnapping. 

VVe slipped round to the rear of the garage like 
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ghosts, vvhere there vvas a shed-like building vvith the 
front open. The choppers vvere inside, Big Mack”s casy 
to identify by its size. 

VVith tvvo men on each side of the chopper, vve cased 
it dovvn from the center stand and began to push it 
along the cracked cement drivevvay to the road. 

I had seen Big Mack treat the chopper as if it vvere 
human and suddenly got the vveird feeling that at any 
second the chopper vvould yell, “Helpl” or something, 
and Big Mack and the Savages vvould rush out and 
stomp us all to ielly. But vve got to the road. 

There, 1 got onto the chopper and coasted dovvn to 
vvhere vve”d hidden our choppers. I”d elected myself to 
ride Big Mack”s chopper to the cabin. 

“VVe did itl VVe did itl” Cheat vvhispered hoarsely 
vvhen he, Punchy and Danny trotted up. 

“Not yet vve haven”t,” T said, handing him a flashlight 
as 1 bent dovvn to hot-vvire the ignition on Big Mack”s 
chopper. The bike roared to life. 

“Let”s ridel” 1 said, more than a little scared of vvhat 
vvould happen to us if vve vvere caught. But vve vveren”t. 

Back at the cabin the other Hell Raiders gave us 
a heroes” vvelcome. They vvere impressed vvith Big 
Mack”s chopper and agreed that it vvas the biggest and 
best-looking bike they”d ever seen. 

“No vvonder he talks to it and all,” said Tools. “1 
vvould, too, if it vvas mine...” 

Next morning 1 rode Big Mack”s chopper up the 
vvinding hard-packed dirt trail that led from the road, 
up past the cabin and to the top of the hill. There vvere 
several spots vvhere you could go off the trail and drop 
almost straight dovvn to the boulders and fallen trees 
belovv. It vvas no place for an amateur to ride a bike. 
I pulled the chopper off the trail and hid it behind a 
huge boulder near one of the drop-offs. It couldn”t be 
spotted from the cabin or anyvvhere nearby. 


A: 11:30, Danny and 1 rode dovvn to the tvvo rocks 
at the crossroads and vvaited. Quarter to 12. Ten 
minutes to 12. Noon. VVe heard tvvo choppers in the 
distance, coming closer. Then 1 savv Big Mack sitting 
on a chopper that looked almost like a mini-bike 
bencath his bulk. A blonde vvas sitting behind him. The 
second eycle vvas ridden by Shark, my old sparring 
partner. A brunette vvas on the saddle behind him. 

I lit a cigarette, to see if my hands vvould shake as 
much as 1 thought they vvould. They didn”t. 1 vvas cool, 
like Hank vvould have been if things vvere reversed, 

Big Mack and Shark roared up. Big Mack almost 


İcaped off the chopper, his face crimson, the veins in 
his neck and temples standing out like thick steel vvires. 

“VVhere”s my chopper, you rotten bastardİ” he 
bellovved, fists clenched at his sides, his body rigid. I 
thought for a second that he might lose control and tear 
me apart. But Shark came up and said, “Easy, casy. 
You vvant your chopper back, don”t, you?” 

“It. ain”t hurt, is it?” Big Mack asked. “You didn t...” 

“Nah, don”t vvorry. VVe took good care of your 
chopper. Handled it like it vvas made out of glass. You 
bring the money?” 

“Yeah, sure. Dammit, Rocky, vve thought you vvas 
our friend. VVe vvas gonna make you a Savage today...” 

“Sorry, Big Mack. Business is business. 1 need 
bread, lots of bread. Nothing personal. My poor old 
mother needs an operation.” 

“Td like to operate on your headl” said Shark. 

“TI find you, Rocky,” said Big Mack. And vvhen 1 
do...” 

“Let”s knock off the talk,” 1 said. “VVhere”s the 
money?” 

“Here. AlI the guys — your buddies — chipped in. 
And vve sent all the mamas out hustling all day and all 
night to get it ...” 

I stuck the roll of bills into my pocket and said, 
“Okay, your chopper is vvaiting for you. Come on — 
alone. The mamas can vvalk up behind us ata distance. 
Shark, 1 vvant to hear your chopper engine start up and 
then get fainter and fainter as you İcave. 

“VVhat about the broads?” asked Shark. “T got kinda 
attached to the blonde.” 

“VVe”ll let “em offin a couple of days vvhere they can 
get a bus to tovvn. Hostages. Fust to make sure. And vve 
can have a little fun vvhile vve make our getavvay.” 

Ten minutes later, Big Mack vvas inside the cabin, 
surrounded by Hell Raiders Not even he could 
overcome those odds. 

“VVhat the hell is this?” he asked, as the door slammed 
shut behind him and he faced the Hell Raiders lined up 
along the vvalls, vvearing their colors, armed — more 
for effect than for use — vvith chains, lead pipes, brass 
knuckles and tire irons. 

“I guess you don”t remember us — the Hell Raiders,” 
I said, “You tried to take over our club a vvhile back. 
But not one ofus ?oined up vvith you.” 

“Oh, yeah, 1 remember. You vvere tough guys.” 

“Right. But vve paid a price. You and a fevv of your 
Savages killed Hank Edvvards, our chief.” 
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or the first time since T”d knovvn him, Big Mack 
vvas scared, looking from one hard Hell Raider 
face to another, then back to mine.” 

“So... that”s the breaks vvhen you "re an outlavv. Like, 
man, vve take our chances...” 

“Hank never had a chance. None ofus did. VVe vvere 
outnumbered three to one. And there vvas no reason for 
you to bust up the Hell Raiders. You never even savv us 
before that night.” 

“VVell, vvhat do you vvant? Flovvers for your chief?” 
said Big Mack, trying for a shovv of courage. 

“No. VVe vvant blood — yours,” 1 said, and signaled 
the six biggest Hell Raiders to advance tovvard Big 
Mack. And all the hatred and anger T”d stifled came out 
and 1 smashed Big Mack in the mouth, staggering him. 
Then the six Hell Raiders vvaded in, slamming Big 
Mack vvith lefts and rights — no vveapons, vve vvanted 
him alive and squealing — and he vvent dovvn, bloody 
and raging. He kicked and punched as 1 called in the 
other guys, vvanting each of them to get a fevv shots 
at Big Mack before he talked, as 1 vvas sure he vvould. 

“VVe vvant a confession, Big Mack — you and your 
thugs killed Hankl You gonna talk or do vve beat you 
to a pulp?” 

I didn”t have a chance to hear Big Mack”s ansvver. 
VVhat 1 heard instead vvere hovvls and running footsteps. 
Big Mack had double-crossed us. 1 guessed that the 
Savages — about half of them — had follovved him 
and Shark on their choppers until they got close to the 
meeting place, then hiked the rest of the vvay, vvatching 
vvhere vve vvent. 1 didn”t think Big Mack vvould try 
a double-cross and put his chopper in danger. A bad 
miscalculation. 

The Savages vvere out for blood. There vvas no 
chance to do anything but stay and fight. But vve had 
a little more going for us this time — fevver Savages, 
something to really fight for, and the knovvledge that 
Big Mack vvasn”t superhuman and could be scared and 
bleed like anyone else. 

“Let”s get “eml” 1 yelled, and the Hell Raiders vvent 
to get “em, before the Savages could smash into the 
little cabin and trap us. 

TI slammed Big Mack once more in the face, 
feeling his ugly nose break, then ran out into the cool 
afternoon, my chain vvrapped around my fist vvith 
about 18 inches of it hanging free. 

The fight vvas spread out over half an acre, vvith 
Big Mack bellovving orders, inspiring his men. They 
finally got it all together after vve”d given them a 


battering and began splitting up into tvvos and threes 
to run us dovvn. VVe vvere still outnumbered. 1 found 
myself facing three Savages, my back against a big 
tree, flailing out like a vvild man vvith my chain and 
a tree branch the size of a baseball bat. 1 could hear 
bikers hovvling and cursing, their cries echoing in the 
still vvoods. 

Breaking loose from the trio, 1 ran to help Cheat, 
vvho vvas all but buried under four Savages. 1 vvhipped 
them off him, kicked one in the adam”s apple, 
slammed the other in the collarbone vvith my chain 
and helped Cheat to his feet. 


Hö Punchy1” 1 told him. Punchy vvas being run 
to the ground by three huge Savages. Then 1 
spotted Big Mack. 1 knevv that vve”d lose this punch- 
out, bad, and God knovvs vvhat might happen to us. 1 
hoped that some of the guys vvould get out of it, make 
it to their bikes and get avvay. Then 1 had a thought. 

I still vvanted revenge against Big Mack, vvho vvas 
racing around in the vvoods like a vvild bull, not 
fighting, but looking for his chopper, under clumps of 
bushes, behind big boulders and trees. 

“T11 find your chopper for you, you lousy bastardl” 
T snarled. And 1 sprinted for the dirt road, running for 
all 1 vvas vvorth. Pd take care of his chopper. İt vvould 
be like killing his best friend, his mother and his old 
lady all in one. 

I 1ooked back. Big Mack had seen me. 1 ran up 
the trail, vvhich vvent uphill steeply. 1 ran, a metallic 
taste in my throat and mouth, my head pounding, 
no sensation in my knees. 1 had to make it to the 
chopper. 

I made it. 1 fell to my hands and knees and fumbled 
around trying to hot-vvire the ignition. My svveating, 
shaking hands fumbled, missed. Belovv, near the 
cabin, 1 heard a chopper start, then roar up the hill its 
gears clashing and vvhining. Big Mack. 1 finally got 
the right vvires and Big Mack”s chopper boomed into 
life. 1 threvv myself into the saddle, shifted into first, 
turned, and vvith yust enough room to keep from going 
almost straight dovvn off the trail, took off up the hill, 
skidding and kicking up dirt. 

Big Mack vvas about 50 yards behind me on a Hell 
Raider bike. 1 glanced over my shoulder and could 
see his mouth vvide open, his face tvvisted, scrcaming 
at me. But the noise of the choppers drovvned out his 
vvords. 

Up the vvinding trail, pulling avvay from Big Mack 


MEN”S ADVENTURE QUARTERLY 49 


on his ovvn povverful bike. Then, ahead, around a sharp 
curve, a clearing and then a sheer drop dovvn, to piles of 
huge boulders, grey and menacing in the bright sunlight. 

I turned the bike, backed off, my legs straining, 
until there vvas about 50 feet betvveen the chopper and 
the edge of the cliff. Then, shifting into first gear and 
holding in the clutch lever, I dismounted and screvved 
the throttle vvay up, revving until the tachometer 
almost red-lined. 

“Goodbye, chopperl” 1 yelled. Then 1 popped the 
clutch and let go of the handle bars. 

The chopper did a beautiful vvheelie and vvent 
straight for the cliff edge like a guided missile. And at 
that instant Big Mack came roaring around the curve, 
svverved and, in an insanely desperate effort to save 
his beloved chopper, steered tovvard it, trying to head 
it off, reaching out vvith both hands and missing by 
inches actually touching the chopper. But he didn”t 
touch it. Both choppers and Big Mack vanished over, 
the edge of the cliff as if a huge hole had opened 
in the ground and svvallovved them. 1 heard the sereech 
and crash of metal being rended and crushed by the 
boulders belovv. 


İy: staggering to the cliff”s edge, 1 savv both 
bikes explode into tvvin orange and red flares, 
flaming bits of rubber and red-hot steel and 
chrome fiying in all directions. Then it vvas quiet. 
And after several seconds bikers, both Savages 
and Hell Raiders, appeared at the fringe of the 
vvoods bordering the cliff bottom. They advanced 
quietly, simply staring at the scattered, smoking 
remains of the choppers and the broken body of Big 
Mack. 

I started dovvn the trail, vvalking like a man in a 
nightmare, not seeming to move at all. 

Finally, standing vvith the Hell Raiders, at a distance 
from the Savages, vve vvatched them. They seemed to 
be vvaiting for Big Mack to come to life and tell them 
vvhat to do, as he”d been telling them vvhat to do for so 
long. But Big Mack vvas dead. 

The Hell Raiders didn”t vvaste any more time in 
getting out of there. Quietly, vve slipped back to v/here 
vve”d stashed out bikes. By a miracle, and partly because 
fighting in the vvoods had prevented the Savages from 
cornering anyone and really beating them badly, all of 
us could ride, although half-a-dozen of us spent some 
time in the hospital. 

The Savages died vvith Big Mack. 


He vvas the head, the other bikers vvere the body. 
Kill the head, the body dies. The Savages simply 
vanished. VVe vvere never troubled by them again, and 
T never heard of a Savages raid on another club. 


But the Hell Raiders still exist and T”m still their chief. 
Like 1 said: Once an outlavv, alvvays an outlavv. 
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EDITOR”S NOTES 


ıR Don Pendleton”s second HExecutioner 
novel, DEATH SQUAD, Mack Bolan recruits 
a, team of his Vietnam veteran buddies to help 
him in his vrar against the Mafia. 

This next vigilante ğustice story is an 
interesting variation on that model. It 
features four Vietnam VVar buddies vvho lost 
limbs during the vvar and have various types 
of prosthetics. 

One of the four gets murdered by Mafia, 
thugs, after he notices them smuggling 
druğs and other illegal contraband at the 
vvraterfront dock vvhere he vvorks. The thugs 
noticed he vras monitoring their activities. 
They tell their boss, vrho lives on a. vvaterfront 
barge. He tells them to kill the vet and make 
it look like a drovrning accident. But the dead 
vet”s buddies fiğure out vrho did it and take 
gloriousiy bloody vengeance on the mob boss 
and his goons. 

Many stories, novels, movies and TV shovrs 
feature a team Of servicemen or veterans 
battling enemies or bad guys. But none are 
quite like “The Amputee Vengeance Squad.” 
Their coolness quotient is high and is nicely 
captured and enhanced by the eye-popping, 
full color illustration done by Earl Norem. 
The main part of Ear1 s artvvork shovvs a,.scene 
in vvhich one ofthe squad”s prosthetic legs are 
blovrn off by a gangster”s shotgun blast. At 
riğht are small but great portraits of the three 
vets vrho become the Amputee Vengeance 
Squad. 

mtherealmofmen sadventure mağs, black- 
and-vvhite illustrations and photoğraphs are 
the most common. 

mthe 1950s and 1960s, a fevr top tler men”s 


by dack Tyler 
From MEN, Auğust 1975 
Story illustration by Earl Norem 


adventure mağazines vvith large readerships 
and budgets, such as ARGOSY, TRUE and 
SAG.A, could afford printing full color interior 
artvvork and photos on a, regular basis. 
But most of the scores of other MAM titles 
published in those decades could not. 

MAMS vrith the lovvest circulations and 
budgets, like those in the “svveat mağ” 
MAM subgenre knovm for their Nazi covers 
(MAN”S BOOK, MAN”S EPIC, MEN 
TODAY, NEVV MAN, etc.) typicaliy had 
B8“VV interior art and photos throuğghout 
their runs. 

MEN, the magazine the Amputee Squad 
story appeared in, is one of the Magazine 
Management Diamond line MAMs. They vere 
among the best of the mid-tier MAM8s. Their 
circulation and budgets vvere higher than the 
“svreat mağ” subgenre, but not as high as the 
top tier MAMs. 

m the “50s and “6Os, most issues of the 
Diamond mağs and other mid-tier MAMs 
generaliy had either all black-and-vrhite 
art and photos inside or B8“VV and duotone 
illustrations. Duotones are shades of black 
plus one color, an option that vvas a bit more 
expensive to print than black-and-vrhite, but 
not as costiy as a full color. 

A Trelatively small percentage of Mag 
Management MAM issues did have some ful 
color illos in the 1950s and early 1960s. They 
also had some tvvo-page spreads that vvere 
odd hybrids: half of the scene on the left or 
riğht page vvas full color and the opposite page 
vras a, duotone. Presumabily, the cost for this 
option vvas in betvreen the cost for a tvvo-pase 
spread that vras all full color or all duotone. 
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A cool example is fBELOV/ Mort Künstler”s 
artvvork for “Get to Comrade Zoltan vrith 
Girls” in MEN, March 1959. 

m case you re vvrondering, yes — the artists 
actually created the original paintings, so 
they vrere half full-color and half duotone. 

By the mid-1970s, men”s adventure mağs 
found it harder and harder to compete vrith 
the more sexually explicit men”s magazines. 


hm fri Sari 


"GET TO (OMRADE ZOLTAN 
Rs” 


MEN and the other remaining Diamond line 
MAMSs — ACTION FOR MEN, FOR MEN 
ONLY, MALE, MAN”S VVORLD, and STAG 
— started publishing fevrer and fevrer action/ 
adventure stories and more and more sex- 
oriented stories and photos of nude models on 
the covers and inside, like those in PLAYBOY, 
PENTHOUSEand HUSTLER. 

On the positive side, they also began 
to print full color illustrations to go 
vvrith the action/adventure stories 
they did include, like Norem"s great 
“Amputee Vengeance SquaĞ?” illo. 

Unfortunately, by the late “7TOs, MEN and 
most other mags that started out as MAMs 
basically became clones of PLAYBOY, 
PENTHOUSE and HUSTLER and no longer 
fit the classic men”s adventure magazines 
mold. 

MAMS had a good run from the eariy “5Os 
to the late “7Os. Some titles limped along into 


the “80s as stroke mağs. But by 1980, the 
MAM genre had essentlially disappeared. 
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razornan UUQUNDED 
VVARRIORS 


n addition to the blood-söalkedi” “return: 

ing veteran seeks vengeance onathose/ yyho 
vrronged him” stories in the MAMs, hefe Tröre 
other venues for telling violentğustise tales. 
One such venue vvas the 1lovr-pudğefl action-ad- 
venture exploitation picture: Oğ6 önly"nas to 
study the list of lovr budget actioTmmovtesfrom 
1970 onvrard to see film producergnhad İüteched 
onto the same thematic förmula 
that fueled the MAMS and the 
paperbacks. 
Titles like ZEBRA FORCE, NAM”S ANGELS 
? (aka THE LOSERSvrhich mixed both Viet Nam 
“veteran and biker themes), TRACKS, BILLY 
“TACI, GOOD GUYS VVEAR BLACK, THEVIS- 
ITORS, SLAUGHTER, and the film that best 
reflects our MAM Cover story and one of 
Quentin Tarantino”s favorite vengeance 
ilicks- ROLLING THUNDERI 
Directed by cohnFlynn (THESERGEANT, 
THE OUTTYIT) from a script by legendary 
veteran Paul Shrader (TAXI DRİVER) 

and Heyvvood Gould, ROLLING 

THUNDER is arevenge-filled 

nightmare fantasy. 

A Vietnam veteran returns home 

after years in a POVV/ camp. Mai. 
Charles Rane ((Villia.m Devane) is 
vrelcomed back as a, hero, but to his 
family he is a distant stranger. YVhen thugs in- 
vade his home to steal silver coins Rane re- 
ceived for his service, the thuğgs mangle his 
hand and leave him, his vrife and son for dead. 
Rane survives and becomes obsessed vrith get- 
ting revenge. Aided by his loyal friend efohnny 
Vohden (Tommy Lee eones), Rane, novr vrield- 
ing a hook for a hand, sets out on his mission 
Of vengeance. 

One can immediately see the parallels to our 
amputee vengeance squad s adventure in this 
issue. Violent, bloody and nihilistio ROLLING 
THUNDER became a huge 8uoo688 for neariy 
everyone involved banking neariy $150 Mil- 


20.00 o ə əsə əə GS 


Vengeance-filled 
veterans seekin$g 


düstice any vvay 
possible... 


Hün Torli/s $5M budget. 

inə: filrrhareceived praise for its action se- 
qüleng65, atmosphere, direction, music and 
cat performances, hovvever, it vras criticized 
for its pace and violent climax. The film has a, 
strong vrorldvride cult follovring today thanks 
to vvell-curated DVD and Blu Ray releases put- 
ting the film into the hands of nevr fans. 


MAdGOR CHARLES RANE HAS COME HOME TO VVARİ 
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HOLLUING THUNDETN 


ANOTMER SHATTERİNG EXPERİENCE TROM THE AUTHOR OF “TAXI DRİVER, 


VVTLLİAM DEVANE ." 
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By ACK TYLER 


ART BY EARL NOREM 


T 8:45 on the evening of April 11, 1975, 
Michael Cappella, the six-foot, 240-pound 
strongarm collector for Vito Gianti”s loan shark 
racket, climbed behind the vvheel of his 
Oldsmobile 98. 
He leaned forvvard to start 
the engine and savv a silvery 
glimmer in his rear vievv 
mirror. At almost the same 
instant something seized his 
left car and he felt the edge 
of a straight razor press 
against his throat. 


From the back seat a 
voice demanded, “Give me 
the money or T”1 slit you 

like a pig.” To emphasize his 
threat, Leo Vernon squcezed 
together the halves of his left clavv. 
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Cappella squealed as the plierlike hook at the end 
of Vernon”s artificial left arm pinched his ear. Vernon 
flexed and the right prosthetic clavv holding the razor 
pressed against the veins of Capella”s neck. A slight 
trace of blood oozed out. Vernon repeated “Give me 
vvhat you collected.” 

Cappella slid a hand inside his facket and came out 
vvith a bulging vvhite envelope. He dropped the packet 
onthe dashboard and started to raise his arms. Suddenly, 
his right hand darted forvvard, flipping dovvn the sun 
visor and reaching for a snub-nose .38 that vvas clipped 
there. Vernon yanked back on the ear, dravving the flesh 
of the fat mobster”s neck taut and then splitting it vvith 
his razor. There vvas a garbled cough from the hood as 
his blood splashed into his lap. 

At 9:00 on the evening of April 11, 1975, Billy Trish, 
a dapper young black man vvorking as a drug courier 
for the Gianti family, stood at the intersection of 
Marion Avenue and Fourth Street. He did not notice 
the man vvho stood at his side. As the light changed and 
they started to cross, Billy felt something press against 
his spine and heard the man speak. “VVhen vve reach the 
other side of the street you”1l hand me the valise you”re 
carrying or P”1l blovv avvay your guts.” 

At the corner, Billy turned slightly and savv the 
nickel-plated revolver in Larry Madden”s left fist, 
Madden s mechanical, flesh-colored, plastic-covered 
right hand moved forvvard and grabbed the attach€ case 
from Billy. “Novv vve”ll keep vvalking,” he said. 

Madden paced himself fust behind Billy, his pistol 
pressed to the frightened man”s side. They vvalked east 
tovvards the docks, avvay from the traffic and bustle of 
the avenue. As they passed an abandoned, garbage- 
strevvn İot, Billy vvent for the bulge beneath his yacket. 
Madden spun his shoulder into the man and shot a kick 
for his knee. Billy tumbled backvvard, tripping on the 
rusted carcass of a discarded refrigerator. Rolling on 
the ground, he again tried to get his gun clear. Madden 
drove a booted foot into the man”s mouth. He kicked 
again and again raining blovvs into the man”s kidneys 
and ribs. Finally, he reached dovvn, removed the Italian 
automatic from Billy”s Packet and gave him one last 
slap across the face. 

“If you follovv me you”ll get your gun back slug by 
slug.” Madden vvalked off, still carrying the valise of 
drugs in his mechanical hand. 

At 9:15 on the evening of April 11, 1975, Tony 
Morrani, an elevator operator by trade, and a bet 
taker for the Vito Gianti organization by vice, opened 


the doors of his elevator onto the ground ffloor. 
Courteously, he helped a legless man in a vvheel chair 
roll into the elevator. Morrani glanced at the stumps 
hidden bencath a plaid blanket and then turned to close 
the door. 

The elevator started to rise and Morrani looked over 
his shoulder saying, “VVhat floor do you vva . . .” 

The vvords froze in his throat. Ross Hunt had pulled 
a savved off 12 gauge from beneath the blanket on his 
lap and vvas novv pointing it squarely at Morrani s face. 
“Give me the bets you collected before 1 get nervous 
and let this thing go off,” Hunt ordered. 

Morrani paled, svvallovved and shaking his head in 
disbelief, reached for a manila envelope concealed in 
the phone panel of the elevator. “Good. Novv take us 
back to the lobby.” 

As the car glided dovvnvvard, Hunt rolled behind 
the operator and seized his left vvrist. He slapped the 
open end of a pair of handcuffs on the man and clipped 
the other end to the gate of the elevator. VVhen the car 
reached the main floor the legless man rolled from the 
elevator and out of the building. 

By 9:30 on the evening of April 11, 1975, Ross Hunt, 
Larry Madden and Leo Vernon had taken the first steps 
tovvards crushing the crime empire of Vito Gianti — the 
leading Mafia don of East Michigan. The team of men 
the papers vvould later call, “The Amputee Vengeance 
Squad,” had vvon the first battle of a nevv mob vvar. 

That vvar had been sparked several months earlier. 
At that time, vvorking the vvaterfront of Lake Huron 
vvas a young customs employee named M/erry Burgess. 
In his fevv short vveeks on the ?ob he had become vvell 
acquainted vvith Gianti”s control of the docks. 

The mob vvas spreading northvvard and infecting 
Canada vvith the same crime plague that had svvept 
the U.S. for decades. Through drugs, prostitution and 
gambling, the Mafia vvas taking control of Canada”s 
mafor cities. Like the days of Prohibition, vvhen 
the Great Lakes vvere the vvater route that brought 
thousands of gallons of booze into the States, Lake 
Huron vvas again becoming a main artery of illegal 
trade. This time hovvever, the direction vvas reversed. 

Seeing hovv profitable business in Canada could be, 
mobsters had taken to shipping drugs and gambling 
equipment across the lake, But to get to the vvater they 
had to cross the docks. And that”s vvhere Vito Gianti 
came in. He controlled the vvaterfront and not so much 
as a nickel bag vvould go into Canada unless he got a 
kickback. Gianti”s povver on the piers vvas obvious to 
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anyone vvho cared to look. Most eyes, hovvever, had 
been closed by generous amounts of tax-free, easy-to- 
spend, Mafia payoffs. 

Burgess, nevv on the fob and still believing more in 
his svvorn duty than a fast profit, set himself to busting 
the operation. He started collecting data, making notes 
on the traffickers, recording names and memorizing 
faces. His evidence vvas circumstantial: not even 
enough to get him past the D.A.”s receptionist. But 
as far as Gianti vvas concerned, it vvas too much. An 
“accident” vvas ordered. 

On a grey, /anuary morning the vvaterlogged body of 
Terry Burgess vvas fished from the oily harbor by police. 
An autopsy and investigation vvas started immediately. 
Three days later the police closed the Burgess case. 

The coroner sreport attributed the death to drovvning. 
They surmised that Burgess, an amputee, had lost his 
footing and tumbled into the lake, probabiy striking his 
head on a piling as he vvent under. The report satisfied 
the police and made Gianti ecstatic. Everyone seemed 
to believe that Burgess vvas the victim of carelessness. 
Everyone, that is, except the three men vvho knevv him 
the best. 


OSS Hunt, Larry Madden and Leo Vernon had 

been Burgess” roommates. The four had lived 
together since first meeting at a V.A. rehabilitation 
center vvhere they vvere all being trained in the use of 
their prosthetics — their artificial limbs. 

Ross Hunt, an easy going, 27-year-old vvith sandy 
blond hair and a vvalrus mustache vvas learning hovv 
to vvalk again. A Cong land mine had taken off both 
his legs and the bedside chart listed him as an above- 
knee, bilateral amputee. The medical fargon did little 
to soften the blovv of being legless. 

In his stocking stumps he stood fust 42 inches tall. 
The docs had taken measurements and vvithin his first 
month as an amputee he had been fitted vvith nevv 
legs. Made of vvillovv vvood and stainless steel, they 
stretched from the deep plastic socket that carried his 
vveight to a solid, padded foot. Pelvic belts and over 
the shoulder straps held Hunt into his legs. A flexing, 
single-axis knee allovved the mobility necessary for 
vvalking — theoretically. In practice, his first steps 
vvere long in coming. For tvvo months he labored vvith 
the nevv legs, balancing himself on ecrutches. After that 
came the cancs. First tvvo, then one and finally none as 
he eventually vvent solo. 

Larry Madden, born in Detroit, celebrated his 24th 


birthday in a foul, insect-infested rice paddy ofVietnam. 
The next day he vvas on his vvay Stateside, minus his 
entire right arm. Heavy AK-47 fire had chevved it to 
ground steak and the medics had little choice but to 
amputate. It vvas a shoulder disarticulation taking not 
only the arm but also a portion of the right shoulder. 

Larry vvas rebuilt vvith a plastic shoulder cap held 
to his body by a chest vvebbing. Extending from the 
cap, Larry vvore a vvillovv vvood and steel arm that 
terminated in a APRL (Army Prosthetic Research 
Laboratory) hand. Aircraft cables ran around his 
shoulder to the ?oint of the elbovv and the controls of 
the hand. VVith training, Larry İcarned hovv to shrug his 
shoulder to pull the cable to unlock his elbovv. Another 
shrug vvould open the aluminum covered, steel fingers 
of his hand. 

The hand itself vvas a thing of mechanical vvizardry. 
Made to resemble his real hand in size and shape, it 
vvas covered vvith a skin colored, plastic sheath to 
make it life-like. A flex of Larry”s shoulder allovved 
him to open the thumb and forefinger of the device 
and grasp small obiects. It took practice, but slovvly he 
developed a talent for its use, 

Leo Vernon, a 25-year-old vvho hailed from Oregon, 
had been serving aboard a U.S. carrier vvhen an F-4 
returning from a Hanoi strafing mission crash landed 
on the flight deck. The volatile iet fuel exploded and 
trapped the pilot in the cockpit. VVhile other sailors 
fought the blaze vvith extinguishers, Vernon raced 
through the vvall of flames, smashed the ?et”s canopy 
and dragged the unconscious pilot to safety. The third 
degree burns on his forearms proved too much. To stop 
the spreading infection, the ship”s surgeons had to cut. 
Vernon lost both arms belovv the elbovv. 

The tvvo plastic shells that the therapists at the rehab 
center fitted to his stumps hooked to his body vvith 
shoulder straps. His real elbovvs vvere still useable, but 
his hands had to be replaced vvith steel hooks. Unlike 
Madden, vvho vvas able to use a mechanical hand 
because he had a real one to back it up, Vernon had 
to live vvith clavvs. They vvere fearsome looking, but 
vve”re the only vvay he could function. 

Terry Burgess, a cheery, 28-year-old from Nevv York 
City became an inspiration to the others. His right 
leg had been lost in a rocket attack, but he refused to 
surrender to the handicap. He adiusted quickly and 
became proficient vvith his prosthetic. 

His determination to live normally vvas a boost to the 
other amputees. The four men planned a life together 
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and rented a house after they left the hospital. /Terry 
vvas the most successful in finding vvork. The customs 
people hedged at first but he finally got the position. 
His ?ob, his daily “vvork routine, did more for Hunt, 
Madden and Vernon than:a team of a dozen therapists. 
If Burgess could make it, they felt, so could they. 

Perhaps that”s vvhy the shock of his death vvas so 
great. More than a friend, the amputee had lost an idol. 
Burgess had been the man that:made it all seem okay. 
It vvas his example that: had kept them from :Simply 
giving up and turning into vegetables. 

VVhen “they read the coroner”s report, they refused 
to accept it, They had seen Burges8s:use his artificial 
leg. and knevv that his handicap couldn”t have caused 
his.death.-Burgess had been: as. comfortable vvith the 
prosthetic:leg.as vvith-his ovvn, It vvas Hunt vvho first 
hinted atıfoul play: 

He.retembered- Bürgess. talking of the vvaterfront 
raçkets and-his deteymination to break the mob. Hunt 
Knevv:that Bürgess had been keeping files on the mob”s 
aetiyity and he dug them out, looking for a clue to his 
friehd”s murder. He didn”t have to search far. Though 
most of Bürgess” evidence vvould have been useless in 
courf,”İt painted a/elear picture.6f corruption and cerime 
vvith Vito Gianti-at the reins. It:didn”t take much to 
realize that Giahti had everything to gain by Burgess” 
death. 

VVorking vvith.Burgess”notes the amputees started to 
catalogue data on the Gianti organization. They tailed 
numbers runners and -dope dealers, making complete 
schedules of their movements/ They vyatched Gianti 
headquarters — an old barge converted into a house 
boat — recording the number and lIocatiönhs of all the 
guards. They snapped photos, questioned vvaterfront 
drifters and finally assembled a dossier that listed 
every illegal action of the Gianti family, 

Armed vvith the information they had eollected, the: 
amputee vets launched their first attack-oh the mob. 
High on the triple success of their first “foray, they 
scheduled their next raid. 


N the late evening rush of vvorkers heading , for 

home, no one noticed the three men provvling along, 
Bailey Avenue. Tvvo of them, their hands buried fin 
pockets, paced themselves to the stiff legged vvalk of 
the third man. Aside from the brovvn paper package 
that Hunt carried, the trio vvas indistinguishable in the 
crovvds that mobbed the sidevvalk. 

At Dixon Drive the trio turned left and started 


yvalking tovvards the docks that Yütted into Lake Huron. 
They vvalked in silence, each man knovving vvhat 
vvaited ahcad, and cach preparing himself. 

As they neared the doors of9a tattered, rundovvn 
garage, Hunt reached insİde the parcel he vvas carrying 
and loosened the vvrappings. Vernon and Madden 
pulled their:.hands fTom their pockets and stepped 
ahead of.Hunt, Closifig in on the garage, Vernon raised 
his right leg and dröve a heayy-booted foot against the 
rotten door frame, 

The lock shot 106$€ in a shovver of splinters and Hunt 
İcaped into:-(hic. room fust behind Vernon. Throvving 
aside”the.brovvn”vfapping paper, he pulled his savved 
off 12-guage “İfee, His finger tightened against the 
trigger and a/hail”of double 00. shot tore into the far 
yvall, “Freeze,” he ordered. “Anyone moves and he”s 
dead.” 

The four meh” seated around the table stared in 
disbelief, A fifth-man, a “Square favved, stocky hood 
vvho had been standing behind the table, reached into 
his facket, The shotgun. in Hunt”s arms roared and a 
chunk of bloody-mcat appeared:vvhere the guy ”s face 
had been. 

The four-at the table raised their arms and stood 
as. the Tealify:of vyhat vvas happening sank in. On a 
siğnal from Hunt, Vernon closed in on the men. They 
stood terrified as his clavvs moved along their bodics. 
He:flexed his höoks and they closed vvith a metallic 
clang around the revolvers bencath the mer”s iackets. 
Vernon tossed the guns aside and motioned the men to 
face the vvall, prodding them along vvith his hooks as 
a covvboy vvould hurry steers. VVith Madden covering 
the men vvith a pistol, Vernon deftly manipulated his 
clavvs, tightly binding the vvrists of the four mobsters 
vvith nylon cord. 

As the hoods vvere being tied, Hunt busied himself 
vvith- the” tyvo attach€ cases that vvere on the table. 
Opehing”ori€, he found 14 neat, rubber-banded piles 
OT fifiy.dollar bills. He smiled, closed it and slipped it 
under his"arm. Inside the other case he found several 
plastic pacKages of a vvhite, crystallized povvder. One 
taste vvas.all he needed. It vvas cocaine. 

Dumping the drug on the floor, Hunt removed a small 
can of lighter fluid from his iacket pocket. He sprayed 
the liquid on the coke, stepped back and dropped a 
match. The drug flared in a burst of blue flame. 

Silently, the three amputees made their vvay tovvards 
the door. As they left the building, Hunt called over his 
shoulder to the four hoods vvho vvere still tied up. “Tell 
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Gianti this is fust the beginning.” 
The next day s nevvspapers carried no mention of 
the robbery. The Mafia can”t run to the cops vvhen the 
profits from one of their dope deals is heisted. But the 
paper did carry a notice of a strange contribution. A 
erippled children”s hospital that had been faced vvith 
mounting financial difficulties and the threat of eviction 
had found a parcel containing almost $250,000 on its 
door step. The contribution, the papers claimed, had 
been anonymous. Vito Gianti, hovvever, had a good 
idea of vvhere the money had come from. 
From the heisted drug dealers and the other men 
vvho had been hit, Gianti vvas able to put together a 
fair description of Hunt, Madden and Vernon. He 
alerted his operatives in the streets and vvithin hours 
the snitches had turned the address of the men. Gianti 
vvas taking no chances. A hit team made up of three of 
the family”s best guns vvent after the amputees. 
The house vvhere they lived vvas an old, frame ?ob 
in one of the poorer sections of tovvn. The hit squad 
. approached the house on foot so that Hunt, Madden 
— and Vernon vvouldn”t be vvarned by the sound of an 
approaching car. 

The three killers climbed the porch, checked their 
— vveapons and then crashed into the house firing their 
— guns. Hunt, sitting on a sofa vvith his legs off, dropped 
the magazine he had been reading and reached for the 
shotgun on the coffee table. Slugs chipped the Formica 
from the table and pocketed the vvall over his head. He 
rolled tovvards the gun, grabbed it and vvas firing as he 
- tumbled to the floor. 
The first blast of the 12 gauge caught one of the 
- killers in the stomach, folding him in half and throvving 
: his body backvvard. The dying man stumbled into the 
other hit men and ruined their aim. Madden used the 
 confusion to free the .38 from his belt vvith his left 
hand. He savv his artificial right arm dance İ a 
 slugs tore into it. He fired three fast rounds 
for cover, catching one of the killers in the ehest an 
the other in the arm. o. S) —.. 
VVith his tvvo companions already ... the "əə 


 hood fired one last shot and raced for 
 Shotgun roared again, chevving. up pi 
 amb but missing the killer. The hit. 
darkness and disappeared dovvn th 

— Huntused the strong muscles in 

: i vveight back onto the couch, He ooked over at Madden 

— and savv the man kneeling on the “İloor alongside 

Vernon. His artificial arms outstretehed, 


ı 


on lay 


face dovvn on the carpet, the rug soaking up the blood 
that dripped from the bullet vvound in his scalp. 

The cops and ambulances vvere at the house vvithin 
20 minutes. VVhile a doctor bandaged the graze in 
Vernon”s head and attendants carried avvay the bodies 
of the tvvo hit men Hunt ansvvered a detective”s 
questions. 

Detective Kraeger pressed him on vvhat had 
happened. The cop recognized the tvvo dead hoods as 
Gianti”s goys and vvanted to knovv vvhat three amputee 
vets had to do vvith the mob. Hunt svvore he didn”t 
knovv. 

“I never say any of these men before. VVe vvere 
ust sitting around vvhen they crashed in and started 
shooting. VVe fired back and. . . vvell, you knovv vvhat 
happened.” 

“No 1 don t.” Kraeger scovvled at the obvious lie and 
pressed Hunt. “These guys vverc hired guns, mob boys. 
They don”t go shooting up people for the hell of it. 
They vvere after something big. VVhat have you got on 
Gianti?” 

“VVho”s Gianti?” Hunt asked in mock innocence. “T 
don”t knovv vvhy those guys broke in here. AlI 1 knovv 
is that vve vvere attacked and vve fought back. There”s 
nothing illegal in a man protecting himself, is there?” 

The questioning vvent on for another half hour. 
Finally, resigned to the fact that Hunt vvas not going 
to cooperate, the detective left. There vvas not much 
more he could have done. He couldn”t even hold the 
amputees on a vveapons charge. They had permits for 
their guns. 

He didn”t believe the lies he had been fed but he had 
no legal recourse. Hunt and Madden had been vvithin 
their rights killing the intruders, and if they insisted 
they didn”t knovv Gianti there vvas no vvay to prove 
othervvise, But Kraeger vvas too good a cop to ust forget 
the vvhole affair. He started squcezing his stoolies for 
information and ordered a tail placed on the amputees. 
If they vvere up to something — and Kraeger vvas sure 
they vvere — he vvas going to be right behind them 
vyvhen they played their cards. 


N the days that follovved, the amputees played them 

close to the vest. The bullet vvound that Vernon had 
suffered vvas only a graze, but it still kept him in bed 
for several days. The vets spent the time making nevv 
vvar plans. 

It vvas apparent that Gianti knevv vvhat they vvere up 
to. Any overt attack on his operations had to be ruled 
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out: numbers runners, loan sharks and dope dealers 
vvould all have extra protection. Hunt knevv that if 
another attack vvas to be effective it vvould have to hit 
somevvhere that Gianti didn”t expect, 

Gianti had covered all of his street action, figuring 
that the amputees vvould try another heist. But Hunt 
had a different idea. He sketched his plans to Vernon 
and Madden. They vvere surprised at first, but as he 
explained they agreed. The three amputees decided to 
strike at Gianti”s headquarters. 

The next morning the scheme vvent into operation. 
VVhat Hunt had in mind vvould take more planning, 
more preparation than any other 7ob. If it vvas to vvork 
the operation vvould have to be as vvell coordinated 
as any search-and-destroy mission he had run in the 
üngles of Nam. 

The first priority vvas reconnaissance. Hunt vvent 
through the file of information that amputees had 
collected and sifted out the data about Gianti”s barge- 
house boat headquarters. He studied the photos they 
had taken dravving attack-and-escape routes in orange 
crayon and tacking the pictures to the vvall, like battle 
maps. He revievved his notes about the guards and 
pinpointed those spots in the security net that seemed 
the vveakest, 

VVhile Hunt concentrated on surveillance, Madden 
took on the fob of vveapons procurement. The shotgun 
and pistol they had vvere fine for fast street shoot outs, 
but for the operation they vvere planning they needed 
heavier arms. A trip back to his native Detroit supplied 
Madden vvith all he needed. 

He returned to Vernon and Hunt vvith enough 
hardvvare to start a small revolution. Hard cash from 
the drug rip-off had gone a long vvay in the Motor City. 
Madden had bought into part of a U.S. military surplus 
shipment that had been hifacked. 

He opened the cartons in the living room of their 
small frame house. One box held an M-16. That vvas to 
be Hunt”s vveapon. Being the only one of the three vvho 
still had full use of both his arms and hands he vvas the 
only one vvho could handle it. For himself, Madden 
had selected a .45 A.C.P. Thompson. İt vvas the perfect 
vveapon for his handicap. His good left hand could grip 
the long clip and steady the gun vvhile his mechanical 
hand vvorked the trigger. 

For Vernon, special consideration had to be given. 
VVith only clavvs, he vvas severely limited in terms of 
vhat gun he could use. On the earlier raids he had 
gone unarmed. But they vvere anticipating too much 


shooting to let him vvalk in vvithout some protection. 
Madden had bought him a M-79 grenade launcher. 

The forvvard stock vvas fitted vvith a ball similar to the 
ones that vvere on the steering vvheel of his car. VVith 
a special cup fitted to Vernon”s left forearm he vvould 
be able to lock onto the ball and steady the gun. The 
trigger guard vvas cut avvay to allovv his clavv access, 
and the stock vvas strapped to his vvrist, He vvould 
fire the gun by bracing the butt plate against his hip. 
Aiming vvould be a problem, but the type of vveapon 
made accuracy a meaningless vvord. VVith a grenade 
launcher, close vyould be good enough. They set their 
raid for the night of May 2nd. 

It vvas a moonless evening vvith the lake”s fog 
socking in the vvaterfront tovvn and concealing the 
amputee”s movements. Vernon drove his car, steering 
a slovv and steady course for Gianti”s headquarters. His 
hooks clipped onto the balls on the steering vvheel and 
driving vvas as effortless for him as it had been before 
his amputation. 

They had traveled but a fevv blocks from the house 
vvhen Madden said, “1 think vve”ve got a tail. That 
sedan has been vvith us since vve left the house.” Hunt 
glanced from the back seat and savv the car. His buddy 
vvas right. “Lose them,” he told Vernon. 

Vernon increased his speed, pulled avvay from the 
car and took the first right turn. He raced dovvn the 
short block and cut another fast right. Through the rear 
vvindovv, Hunt vvatched as the dark sedan stuck to their 
tail.They raced through the tovvn”s streets at almost 60, 
yet the sedan stayed vvith them. Vernon sped his car 
through another series of turns and then onto a vvide 
boulevard. He raced dovvn the boulevard, slammed on 
the brakes and put the car through a skidding U-turn. 
Still accelerating, he passed the sedan going in the 
opposite direction. Reaching the corner he made a fast 
left then another right onto an avenue that paralleled 
the boulevard. Hunt vvatched and savv the sedan shoot 
by the avenue. They had lost the tail, 

Still speeding, Vernon headed straight for Gianti”s 
hideout. They parked about tvvo blocks from the barge 
and started to close in. A guard at the end of the pier 
vvas the first to be dealt vvith. 

Leaving his vveapon vvith the others, Hunt stumbled 
from the shadovvs svvaying on his vvooden legs and 
faking drunkenness. He savv the hood grin at the sight 
and staggered closer, slurring some barroom song. 
Near the man he pretended to trip. The guy reached to 
catch Hunt and vvas taken by surprise. Hunt clamped 
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a povverful left hand over the guard”s mouth and 
rammed hone the blade of an eight inch hunting knife. 
He stuck the man belovv the heart, turned the blade and 
ripped upvvard. The mobster folded in a bloody heap. 

The others moved in and fell into position behind 
Hunt. Holding the M-16 at vvaist level Hunt led his 
buddies tovvards the staircase that connected the pier 
vvith Gianti”s barge. Vernon vvas stationed at the head 
of the stairs, VVhen the shooting started, he vvas to cut 
off Gianti”s escape route by firing a grenade into the 
cabin cruiser that vvas tied to the rear of the house boat. 

VVith Madden behind him, Hunt moved slovvly dovvn 
the staircase. His legs gave him some trouble as the 
stairs bobbed on the tide, but he steadied himself vvith 
the banister. They vvere Yust a fevv feet from the deck of 
the barge vvhen the sound of an alarm split the night. 
Hunt”s artificial leg had tripped an alarm vvire. 

Almost immediately, the front door of the barge flevv 
open and a shotgun-vvielding hood raced out. Hunt 
fired a fast burst. The .25 caliber slugs danced into the 
chest of the hood and his shotgun roared. The blast 
erupted from both barrels and soared tovvards Hunt. 
It caught Hunt in the legs, blovving up in a shovver of 
fabric, plastic and steel. The flash blinded him, and for 
an instant he relived that day in Nam vvhen a land mine 
had taken off his legs in a sheet of flaming shrapnel. 
His torso pitched forvvard and he felt himself falling 
again as he had done that day in the yungle: the M-16 
cradled in his arms and still firing. He impacted vvith 
the stairs, slid and came to a halt against the corpse of 
the shotgunner. 

Above and behind him he heard the loud clatter of 
a Thompson as Madden bounded dovvn the stairs. His 
.45 slugs flevv into the house boat, stitching bloody 
holes into the stomachs of tvvo mobsters. Hunt propped 
the M-16 across the corpse and supplied cover for his 
buddy. 

Madden reached the doorvvay and charged through, 
the Thompson drovvning out the M-16 fire. From 
the top of the pier, Hunt heard a deep, cough-like 
explosion and seconds later savv the cabin cruiser 

 burst into a fireball. The blaze illuminated the night 
and silhouetted Vernon as he struggled to reload the 
grenade launcher. Suddenly, Hunt heard the sound of 
shattering glass and the loud crack of a pistol, He fired 
his M-16 in the direction of the shot but it vvas too late. 
Behind him he could hear the sound of Vernon”s body 
rolling dovvn the stairs. 

Hunt sereamed in rage and fired at (he vvindovv 


vvhere the shot had come from. He svvitched to full 
automatic and emptied his clip. The mobster vvho had 
shot Vernon tumbled through the vvindovv frame. From 
inside the house boat Hunt could hear the noise of the 
Thompson as Madden searched the rooms, blasting 
surprised hoods. 

As the return fire subsided, Hunt started to cravvl 
forvvard. He dragged himself on his elbovvs and 
forearms, his expensive prosthetics novv blasted to 
rubble. Vust inside the living room he caught sight 
of Gianti as the bald headed mobster ducked into 
a bedroom. Hunt triggered a fast burst that tore up 
paneling. 

Pulling his vveight up vvith the help of a chair, Hunt 
spotted Madden running past the vvindovvs on the 
outside deck of the barge. Hunt screamed a vvarning 
but it vvas too late. Gianti leaned from the vvindovv of 
the bedroom and fired, his single shot blovving avvay 
the top of Madden”s skull, 

Cursing through the tears that novv streamed across 
his cheeks, Hunt fired at the bedroom vvhere Gianti 
had hid. He didn”t knovv if his slugs vverc hitting the 
mobster, but he kept blasting through the thin paneling, 
moving closer to the room on his elbovvs. Hunt vvas 
still firing vvhen the first police car screeched to a halt 
on the dock. 

By the time Kraeger had picked his vvay dovvn the 
steps and over the bodics, the firing had stopped. The 
cops spread quickly through the barge and it vvas 
Kraeger vvho found Hunt. Still crying over the death of 
his friends, the legless man straddled the bullet riddled 
corpse of Vito Gianti, driving a hunting knife in and 
out of the hood”s bloodied chest. 

Editor $ Note: Had Leo Vernon been less of a driver, 
he migüt still be alive today. The car that he lost by 
speeding through the streets vvas a police tail that 
Kraeger had put on the amputees. Precious minutes 
yvere lost as Kraeger tried to second guess vvhere Hunt, 
Madden and Vernon had gone. 

The death toll for that night ofslaughter is shockingly 
high. Including Gianti, eight mobsters died on the 
barge. Madden and Vernon also died of their vvounds. 
Though he escaped harm, Hunt has been arrested 
for murder and conspiracy to commit murder. At this 
yvriting the case has yet to come to court but there 
is strong sympathy in the D.A. $ office for vvhat the 
amputees did. It is rumored that the charges against 
Hunt may be substantially reduced. 

... 
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“VThen I visualize Don Pendleton” s Mack 
Bolan, Isee Bolan as Gil Cohen portrayed 
him on the covers of Don”s EXECUTIONER 
novels, and on numerous early Harlequin 
Executioners and spinoff series. Don loved 
Gils cover art, and 1 still receive comments 
from EXECUTTONER fans vrho mention hovv 
much they like Gil Cohen cover illustrations. 
Seventeen years of vvonderful Mack Bolan 
cover illustrations by a very talented artisti 
Tm sure the scenes on the covers helped to 
sell books. Gil Cohen is very much a part of 
the Don Pendleton-Mack Bolan tradition of 
neariy half a century. THE EXECUTIONER 
series vrould not be the same vrithout Gil 
Cohens illustrations.” 


— Linda Pendleton 


mn his long career as a professional artist, 
spanning neariy seven decades, Gil Cohen 
has become renovrmned as one of the best 
artists in several different genres. 

Fans of vintage men”s adventure mağazines 
knov him as one of the top MAM artists. 
Betvveen the eariy 1950s and early 1970Os, 
he created hundreds of classic MAM cover 
paintings and interior illustrations. 

During the past fevr decades, Gil became one 
of America/s top painters of military aviation 
art. Indeed, novvadays, many people knovv 
him primarily as an aviation artist. 

Betvveen his MAM and aviation art eras, 
Cohen vras one of the go-to ereators of cover 
art for action/adventure paperbacks. In 
that realm, he is especially vrell knovmn for 
the covers he did for Don Pendleton”s Mack 


Bolan/Executioner novels and its spinoffs - 
the SuperBolan, Stony Man, Able Team and 
Phoenix Force series. He did more than a 
hundred HExecutioner covers and about as 
many for the spinoff series betvveen 1972and 
1989. 

I first made contact vvith Gil in 2010 for an 
intervievvldidvvith him for my MensPulpMasgs. 
com blog. A fevr years ago, VVyatt Doyle and 
I did more intervievvs vrith Gil for our book 
featurinğ his original Executioner cover 
paintings: ONE MAN ARMY: THE ACTION 
PAPERBACK ART OF GIL COHEN. 

VYhat follovvs is a brief overvievv of GiP”s 


THE ACTION 
PAPERBACK 
ARTOF 


Card 
sorreo sv ROBERT DEİS a VVYATT DOYLE 


career. ONE MAN ARMY includes much 
more about him and his memories of doing 
EXECUTTONER covers. So, if youTe a fellovv 
Gil Cohen and/or a Mack Bolan fan, be sure to 
oheok it out. 
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THE MAQ GALLERY: 
GIL COHEN 


A Salute To The Artist by Robert Deis 
“7 


Gilbert B. Cohen vras born on duly 28, 1951 
in Philadelphia. He studied at the Philadelphia, 
Museum School of Art (nov knovn as the 
University of the Arts) and graduated in 
1955. That year, armed vvith a portfolio of 
his vvork, he vvent to Nevr York looking for 
illustration assiğnments. 

He got his first assigğnment as a professional 
artist from the men”s adventure mağ, REAL. 

5 It vas a tvvo-page spread for a story about 
" Moöuntain Men and Indians titled “Last Spree 


of the Mountain Men” for the February 1954 
issue. 

VThen Gil shovved the Art Director his 
painting, he got his first lesson in one aspect 
of MAM art. Gil told me: 


“The Art Director looked at it, and he lookedit di 
up and dovr very quickly, and - İ “ İİ 

he said, “Can you change this, İİ TRUE BOOK BONUS 
change that, put a little more $Ö. ə. "xa STRANGE 
cleavage here?” So I said, “If . SURVİVORS 
you don”t mind, TII make the 
changes right here.” Knovring 
that the very next morning 
I vvas being inducted in the 
army, there vvas no vay I 
could take the painting home, 
do the changes and send it 
back. Anticipating this, Itook 
my art supplies vrith me and 
made the changes in the art 
director”s office. The next tvvo 
yearsvrere spentinthe Army, 
serving vrith US intelligence 
in VVest Germany during the 
height ofthe cold vrar.” 


Gil scareerasanillustration 
artist resumed in 1956 after 
his discharge from the Army. 
From then until the eariy 
“7Os, Gil vras among the best 
and busiest artists in the realm of MAMs. 

Mostofhis thatvrorkvvas done for theMAMSs 
published by Martin Goodman”s Magazine 
Management company, including ACTION 
FOR MEN, FOR MEN ONLY, MALB, 
MAN”S VVORLD, MEN and STAG. But he 
also did artvvork for MAMSs published by other 
companies, such as SAGA and ARGOSY. 

One of his notevvorthy illustrations for the 
latter is his depiction of games Bond in an 
undervrater fight scene for the “Book Bonus” 
version of THUNDERBALIL, in the December 
1961 issue of A RGOSY. TUs the second elames 
Bond-related artvvork to appear in a MAM. 
The first, by artist cgohn VValton, vvas for the 
“Book Length” version of Ian Fleming”s novel 
LIVE AND LET DIE in BLUEBOOK, May 
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ABOVE and LEFT: Cohen s duotone 
“Diver” from 1: ary 1976 issue of 
STAG. CO: 


VTith A Redhead 


OPPOSTITE FROM TOP: “Cross-country Blast vrith Satan”s Riders” from TRUE ACTITON, February 
1971. Gil Cohen artvrork on the cover of FOR MEN ONLY, August 1989. Cohen s ames Bond 
illustration for the “Book Bonus” version of THUNDERBALLin ARGOSY, December 1961. 


BELOVV LEFT: Cohen s oriz lar x for 
H-Bomb”in STAG, October 1 3 VV RIGE : The Terrible Revvard Of “Far 
”in MALE, September 1959 
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1954 (shovm in MAQ FA, our “AII Espionage” 
İSsue). 

Men”"s adventure mağs vvere Gi”s main 
source of illustration assiğnments for tvvo 
decades. Then, ğust as the MAM genre started 
to fade avray, a commission from Pinnacle 
Books launched the second phase of Gils 
career — as a top paperback cover artist. 

Another great illustration artist, George 
Gross, had done cover paintings for the 
first editions of the first ten novels in the 
Executioner series. Late in 1971, the Art 
Director at Pinnacle contacted Gil and asked 
him to do cover art for EXECUTTIONER 9511: 
CALIFORNLA HIT. 

“I actualiy got the assignment in December 
of “71,” Gil recalled. “TI delivered it in danuary 
"ar 

The AD vras so impressed by the cover 
painting Gil did he not only asked Gil to 
continue doing the follovring EXECUTTIONER 
covers, he asked him to do nevr cover art 
for nevrv editions of the first ten. Gil also did 
a nevr head and shoulders portrait of Mack 
Bolan holding his famed AutoMağg pistol that 
replaced the original one done by Gross at the 


top of the covers. 


“VVhen I did the portrait of Bolan, I got a 
good-looking friend of mine to pose for me,” Gil 
told me. “I did vvhat 1 could to make him look 
like previous images of Bolan, but he”s not the 
quintessential Bolan as far as Tm concerned. 
A good example of the quintessential Bolan is 
my full figure painting of Bolan in black vrith 
all of his accoutrements, used for the first 
“Stony Man” novel published by Harlequin in 
1982, STONY MAN DOCTRINE. If you vant 
to knov  vrhat Gil Cohen”s idea of Mack Bolan 
realiy is, it is that guy. In fact, the Bolan 1 
depicted in the cover scenes themselves all 
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along basicaliy looked like that guy before 1 
even did the Stony Man image.” 

Gil did all of the cover art for the Pinnacle 
EXECUTIONERS from 1972 to 1980, the 
58 vrritten by Don Pendleton. The last one 
Don vvrote for PinnazGle, and Gils last cover 
for that company, vvas SATAN”S SABBATH, 
published in March 1980. 

“I vvasn”t sure vrhether it vrould be my last 
ever,” said Gil. “I didn”t knovr vrhat vras going 
on in the publishing vvorld. I got vrind from 
the Pinnacle Art Director that they vvere no 
longer going to be doing Mack Bolans and it 
vras sold to Harlequin, so 1 assumed it vvould 
be another artist doing it. And, then I got a 
telephone call from the Senior Art Director 
of Harlequin, a chap named Charles Kadin, a 
Canadian. He called me and he said, “VVould 
you be interested in continuing doing Mack 
Bolan?” 

Gil told Kadin he might be. At that point, Gil 
vras living in Philadelphia, To try to seal the 
deal, Kadin flevr in to meet Gil in Philly, vrhere 
they talked in a meeting room in the airport. 

“I had my portfolio case,” Gil recalls. “And, 
he looked at the vvork and vve chatted for a, 
bit and then that vras it...Then it vvas goodbye 
and the rest, as they say, is action/adventure 
history. I started doing the Mack Bolan books 
for Gold Eagle in 1981. The first one 1 did for 
them vvas THE NEVV VVAR. About a year 
later in “82 they asked me to do covers for 
the Phoenix Force and Able Team spinofis. 
So, I did them, too. On ABLE TEAM Idid 
covers for a couple years and then they Save 
it to another artist. They probabiy thought 
I had enough to do because 1 vras also doing 
the Mack Bolan Executioner covers and The 
Phoenix Force covers. I did the Mack Bolan 
Executioner covers for Pinnacle and then 
for Harlequin”s Gold Eagle books until 1987. 
It ended vvrith MAACK BOLAN ?7109: HONG 
KONG HIT LIST,in 1987.1did Phoenix Force 
covers upuntil the early “90s.” 

Some of GiP”s fondest memeorfies related 
to the Executioner series involve the 1985 
Mack Bolan Convention. There, for the first 
and only time, he met and hung out vrith Don 
Pendleton and his vrife Linda, 


“The Mack Bolan Convention vvas at a hotel 
in San Francisco,” Gil said. “It vvas a panicl 
There are hundreds of fans, hundreds, lined 
up to get in. VVhat Gold Eagle did, they took 
the ballroom of the hotel, and they converted 
that huge ballroom into sort of a fungle vrar 
zone, vvith camouflage netting, fake foliage, 
military gear — you get the idea. They created 
this atmosphere, and it vvas great. I vas 
impressed vrvhen 1 vvalked in there. Man, it 
looked terrificl” 

GiP”s reign as the King of Executioner covers 
finally ended tvvo years later. During his Mack 
Bolan era and after, he also did cover art 
for other action/adventure novels, romance 
novels and children”s books, movie posters, 
print ad campaiğns and large historical 
paintings for the National Park Service and 
museums. He also vrorked as a, part-time art, 
instructor at his alma mater, the Philadelphia, 
Museum School of Art. 

m 1988, thethird mağor phase ofGil”s career 
as an artist started vrhen he began creating 
large paintings of scenes featuring VVorid VVar 
IH military aircraft and their crevvs. This led 
to a one-man shovr at the National Museum of 
the Mighty Eighth Air Forcein Pooler, Georgia, 
then to other commissions for aviation art. 

GiP”s vrork has continued to focus on aviation 
art since then. In addition to creating aviation 
paintinğs and licensing them for limited- 
edition prints, he served in top positions vvith 
American Society of Aviation Artists (ASAA) 


GİL COHEN 
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and U.S. Air Force Art Proğram. He”s also vvon 
many avvards for his aviation art. 

That”s the vvork many people vvho knovr 
about Gil today are most familiar vrith. Ivs 
shovrcased in the 2009 book GIL COHEN: 
AVLATION ARTIST, vrhich 1 recommend 
highiy. 

Several years ago, I read in Gary LovisT”s 
1ong-running fanzine PAPERBACK PARADE 
that Gil vvas starting to sell the original 
paintings for those series that he still had 
stored avray, I contacted Gil and did a post 
about them on my MensPulpMags.com blog. 

That led VVyatt Doyle and 1 to ask Gil if vve 
could shovrcase his 
original cover art for Bil 
the Executioner in a 5 
book, as part of our 
Men”s Adventure 
Library series. Gil 
ağreed and vvorked 
vrith us to create 
ONE MAN ARMY: 
THE ACTION 
PAPERBACK ART 
OF GIL COHEN. 
Thanks ağain for 
that, Gil — and for 
allovring6 some of 
your Executioner 
artvvork to also be 
featured in this issue 
ofthe MAQ. 
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GIL COHEN 


A: Bill Cunningham and 1 vvere 
putting this issue together, 
Gil told me he still has more than 
40 of his classic Mack Bolan cover 
paintings available for sale. A list of 
themisatright. Ifyou see one you”re 
interested in purchasing, contact 
Gi)”s representative Rich Greene 
via, email at rlğreeneGcomcast.net 
or call Rich at 856-278-4140. The 
price range is in the lovr thousands 
and Gil is vrilling to offer lay-axvay 
payments over time as an option. 


- Robert Deis 


ORIĞINAL 
EXECUTIONER 
ARTVVORK 
FOR SALE 


Cover Paintings Available for Sale 
(as of September 2021) 


EBASE SEATTLE (1975) 
PULCO RAMPAGE (1976) 
VMAND STRIKE (1977) 
BLE CROSSFIRE (1982) 
VIOLENT STREETS (1982) 
ANILAN HTT (1982) 
ETURN TO VIETNAM (1982 
“RORIST SUMMTT (1982) 


3446: BLOODSPORT (1982) 
48 E LIBYA CONNECTION (1982) 
3549: DOOMSDAY DISCIPLES (1985) 
450: BROTHERS IN BLOOD (1983) 
551: VULTURE”S VENGEANCE (1983) 
4153: TUSCANY TERROR.(1985) 
1635: THE INVISIBLE ASSASSINS (1985) 
4254: MOUNTAIN RAMPAGE (1985) 
4265: PARADINE”S GAUNTLET (1985) 
4256:1SLAND DEATHTRAP (1983) 
558: AMBUSH ON BLOOD RIVER.(1985) 
559: RUDE KILL(1985 
165: CAMBODLA CLASH (1984) 
36: ORBITING OMEGA (1984) 
4168: PRAIRIE FIRE (1984) 
5169: SKYSUVVEEPER (1984 
371: BLOOD DUES (1984) 
.. LLBINDER.(1984) 
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HE EXECUTIONER 
THE SHOOTING STARTS ON PAGE 84 


HE EXECUTIONER 
RETURNS 


HE EXECUTIONER 
MAN, MYTH, MEDİA 
TOP SECRET FILE BEGINS ON PAGE 108 


HE ÖTHER 
EXECUTIONER 


TOP SECRET FILE BEGINS ON PAGE 142 


THE 


BOOK 
BONUS 


.FEATURING 


OPPOSITE PAGE: Gil Cohev s initial portrait of Mack Bolan (1972). THIS PAGE: GiPVps 
portrait of Bolan on the cover of SUPERBOLAN 552, TERMINAL VELOCITY (1984). 


BEHIND THE ACTION OF 


-i 
i "Sü 


EDITOR”5 NOTES 


ts an honor for us to be able to reprint the 

“Book Bonus” versions of Don Pendleton”s 
first tvvo EXECUTTONER novels for the first 
time anyvvhere. VVe”re extremely grateful to 
Don s vrife Linda.for givinğusthathonor—and 
for vvriting the definitive insider”S overvievv 
of the Bolanmverse that/s also included in this 
issue of the MAQ. 

VVe linked up vrith Linda Pendleton via the 
Facebook group called “Mack Bolan, a.k.a. The 
Bxecutioner Fans,” created by Executioner 
expert Ed Sunday. Linda, often posts and 
comments on posts in that group. So do some 
Of best vvriters vrho penned novels for THE 
EXECUTTONPER series and its spinoffs, such 
as Michael Nevrton, Stephen Mertz, Mike 
Linaker, Chuck Rogers, Doug TToitovrioz, Phil 
Elmore, and Glenn VVilliams. If youre an 
Executioner nevrbie or a knovvledgeable buff, 
it”s a group you 11 definitely vrant to icin. 

As Linda. notes in her article, Don Pendleton 
vvrote his first Executioner novel featuring 
the Vietnam VVar veteran Mack Bolan in the 
summer of 1968. At that time, the vvar vvas 
increasingiy unpopular, Vietnam vetera/is 
vrere often sharmnefuliy disrespected vvhen 
they returned home, and the catohphrase 
“peace and 1ove” vras popular. Fevr people 
vrould have predicted that a novel about 8, 
Vietnam vet vrhose skill as a, sniper earned 
him thenickname “The Executioner” vrould be 


“second Bolan novel, 


a, Success Vrhen it vvas published by Pinnacle 
Books in March 1969 vrith the title TVAR 
AGATNST THE MAFTYLHA, or that it vrould 
launeh one of the biggest and 1ongest-lasting 
series ofnovels ever published. Butit vvasand 
it did. 

Linda -Pendleton told us “she assumes 
Don/s Pinnacle editor, Andrevr Ettinger, vvas 
responsible for arranging and editing the 
appearance of the “Book Bonus” versions 
of the first tvvo Executioner novels vve”ve 
reprinted in this issue of the MAQ. The first, 
a, condensed version VVAR AGATNST THH 
MATTA, vas in the October 1969 issue of 
FOR MEN ONLY. In that, it vvas simpiy titled 
“The Executioner.” 

The “Book Bonus” version of Pendleton”s 
DEATH SQUAD, 
appeared in (MEN, September 1971, under 
the title “Raid on the Big Mob”s Secret “Murder 
Mansiön.” Tn both cases, they are shortened, 
but full-length versions of the novels. They”re 
go vvell edited that Linda, believes Ettinger did 
the editing, possibly vrith help from Don. 

By an unusual quirk of fate, the artvvork for 
the first of the tvvo “Book Bonus” stories vvas 
done by Gil Cohen. If youre mens adventure 
mağazine fan, you knovr Gil as one of the best 
of the many great artists vvrho vvorked for 
MAMS8. He created hundreds of MAM cover 
paintings and interior illustrations. He vras 
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“for pulp mağgazines in the late 


" the 1950s, be became a top artist for $ 


"had done the first ten Executioner 
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also a, popular paperback cover artist at that 


point and later a, vvorld-renovrned military 
" aviation artist. $ 


Hovvever, the cover art for the first edition 


— of VVAR AGAINST THE MAFLA and the 


first editions of the next nine Executioner 
novels vvas done by an older 


 illustration artist, George Gross, “SİL”. 
Gross started out dolng cover art "z7-5 


1950s. Starting in the late 1940s, he 
became a top go to artist for action/ 
adventure paperback covers and in 


“MAM covers and interior illos. 
For some Teason, after Gros8 


covers, Pinnacle decided to try using 
a, different cover artist. 
In December of 1971, an Art 


" Director for Pinnacle vrho vras avvare 
 ofGiVPsvrorkasked him todothe cover painting 
for THE EXECUTIONER /11: CALIFORNLA 


vav, broadi -PREVİEVV OF NE" 


Raid on the Big) Mobis s Secret, "Murder Mansion” 


Call Girls Use Ön 


1971 ərdesl of tvo ex-Gis uaho veere trapped İ 
after fınding a fortune stelen by Nazis in VVİTİ 


SEALED in a GERMAN 
TREASURE CAVE 


ə Cry ası milə sər gəlir fər iəslən 
1 Busted Qut From tuba s) 
TONER 0F TORTURE” PRİS0N 
Uninhibited 
Sex Playgro 


ee kityit qas s vnxiat men) dəy) 


n Force Detroit tü) hacı A“Lemon” 


HIT. The AD liked it so much, Gil vvas hired 
to continue as the cover artist for the series. 
They liked the vray he painted Mack Bolan so 
much they asked him to do nervr cover art for 
nevr.editions of the first ten, 

Novradays, editions of the first ten 
Executioners vvith George Gross 
art are fairiy hard to find, and 
many fans of the series don t knovv 
Georges name. But many fans of 
Executioner novels are avrare that 
Cohen did a, high percentage of the 
cover paintings for the Mack Bolan 
novels and its spinoffs. Gil painted 
more than 100 Executioner covers 
and over 100 more for Executioner 
spinoff series. - 

Imdeed, Linda Pendleton and 
many Executioner fans feel that Gil 
created the iconic image of Mack 
Bolan. Gil disousses his artvvork 
for that series in ONE MAN ARMY: THE 
ACTION PAPERBACK ART OF GIL COHEN. 


That book, one of the Men. Adventure 
Library books co-edited by Robert Deis and 
VVyatt Doyle, features 100 of GiP”s original 
cover paintingğs. VVith GiPVPs kind permission, 
vre”ve featured some of those originals in this 
issue. See “the special 
section about Gil this 
issue that lists the 
remaininğ Executioner 
paintingğs he is offering 
for sale, 

The second MAM 
Bxecutioner “Book 
Bonus” story reprinted 
in this— issue has 
artvvork by another 
1egendary MAM and 
paperback - cover 
artist. “His original 
paintings are featured 
in tuvo other: Men/s 


THE ACTION 
PAPERBACK 
ART OF 


- December 2020, vrhen the Harlequin program 


ended vvith the publication of Executioner 
464, BLOOD VORTEX (vritten by Michael 
Nevrton), hundreds of millions copies of 
Exeoutioner novels and its spinoffs had been 
printed and distributed 
vvrorldvride, 

Don Pendleton”s 
ağreement vrith Gold 
Eagle allovved them to 
use his name as the 
“house name” for the 
Mack Bolan novels 
they published. But, 
starting “vvitih THE 
EXECUTIONER 14399: 
THE NEUV” (TVVAR, 
published in 1981, the 
novels in that series 
and its spinoffs vrere 
vrritten by various 


Adventure Library ” ı other action/adventure 
a a m pəls5 sor ROBERT DEİHS a VİYATT DOYLE ... 

VVOMEN: THE ART Goldi Hagle also 
OF SAMSON POLLEN ? leveraged Pendleton”s 
and POLLEN”S ACTION. name and initial Suidance for four spinoff 


The first 58 novelsin THE EXECUTIONER 
series published by Pinnacle Books sold tens 
of millions of copies, had multiple printings, 
and numerous foreign language editions. 
Don Pendleton vrrote all but one of the 58. 
m 1975, he had a legal fight vrith Pinnacle. 
VVhile they vvere in court, Pinnacle tapped a, 
vrriter named VTVilliam Cravrford to pen THE 
EXECUTTONER //16. It vvas given the title 
SICILIAN SLAUGHTER, and oredited to 
the pseudonym dim Peterson. Pendleton 
attempted to stop the publication, but the 
courteallovredit. Pendleton didn”tlike the book, 
because it vras badiy vvritten and the depiction 
of Bolan/s character vvas seriousiy off base, It 
became infamous among FExecutioner fans as 
a non-canon oddity. ” 

m 1980, Pendleton licensed the Mac) 
Bolan/Executioner characters to Gold Hağle, 
a subsidiary of Harlequin. Gold Eagle took 
the series to an even higher level, publishing 
a nev Executioner novel every month and 
then launching spinoffs. Betvveen 1980 and 


series that featured Mack Bolan and teams of 
other military veterans and counterterrorist 
experTts. 

They include 140 novels in vrhat is referred 
to as the “Stony Man” series, published from 
1985 to 2015. (Stony Man is the name of 
the fictional anti-terrorist organization that, 
series features.) 

m 1984, Gold Eagle launched vrhat is called 
the SUPERBOLAN series. They are double 
thelength ofnovelsintheregular Mack Bolan/ 
Bxecutioner series. The SuperBolan series 
includes 178 novels and ran until December 
2015. 

The hugğe success of MACK BOLAN/ 
EBXECUTTONER novels also led Gold Fagle to 
oreate tvvo other spinoffs: the ABLE TEAM 
and PHOENIX FORCE series, vvhich feature 
different sets “of anti-crime, anti-terrorist 
teams. They both ran from 1982 to 1992 and 
eaoh inolude 54 novels. . 

mitialiy, Gold Eagle used Don Pendleton”s 
name to "make the connection to the 
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 Bolanverse clear by naming him as the co- 
author of the first three books in each series. 
The first three ABLE TEAM books vere 
credited to Pendleton and a nevr house name 
— the company created, Dick Stivers. Similariy, 
— thefirst three PHOENIX FORCE novels vvere 
oredited to Pendleton and another nev house 
name, Gar YVilson. Once the tvro series vrere 
established and had a, fan base, the novels 
vrere simply credited to Stivers and Vilson. 
m all of the Bolanverse novels that vrere 
not vvritten by Pendleton, he made sure the 
real authors vrere credited inside. He insisted 
" that Harlequin include the author”s name on 
the copyright page of each book vrith the line: 


: Special thanks and acknovvledgement to... 


Gold Eagle vrisely picked Gil Cohen to be the 
 initialartistforthe Mack Bolan spinoffs series. 
- He created many of the best SuperBolan and 
 Stony Man covers, and more than half ofthe 
— AbleTeam and Phoenix Force cover paintings, 
" establishing the 1ook of the team memhbers. 
Other good artists did covers for later books 
 inthe Executioner series and its spinoffs, but 

Gil is still the fan favorite. 
As shovn in another section of this issue, 
Don Pendleton”s name vras also used to market 
"a, short-lived periodical published in 1975, 


— "YSTERY MAGAZINE. Cohen also did the 
" cover art for those. 

Film rights featuring the original Don 
— Pendletonis THE BEXECUTIONER: MACK 
 BOLAN, have been optioned several times, 
“as Linda, Pendleton vvrites in her article. 
 Unfortunately, no Mack Bolan movies, 
“TV shovrs or” streaming series have been 
" produced. 

— Open Road Media has begun publishing 
“Don Pendleton/s original Executioner series 
“as ebooks, and the first three novels in nevr 
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print editions. The first five novels are novr 
available in audiobook format. 

And, by buying this issue of the MAQ, you" 
be amöng the first modern readers to enioy 
the MAM “Book Bonus” versions of the first 
tv7o. 
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“Packedi vvith action 
Byany criteria, this is successful 
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MEAL 5 
EECUTUONER 


— by DON PENDLETON 


: HERE VVERE NO self-deceptions for Mack R 
: Vik he knevv that he vvas the most marked man ALHüN-PALKED Bü0K THRILLER 
“in undervvorld history. He had, overnight, become an 


" American legend, a plum to be picked by every: lavv Mafia around the vvorld. 

enforcer in the nation: sudden riches to be cashed in by Mack Bolan vvas marked for death. His chief 
“every İvvo-bit punk vvith a gun in the country, a debt to determination vvas to streteh that last mile, to fight the 
" be settled by each member of the far-flung family of vvar to its last gasp. There vvas nothing ahead but hell, 
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He vvas prepared for hell. The Mafia, he avovved, had 
better get prepared for it, too. Mack Bolan”s last mile 
yvould be a bloody one. The Executioner vvas going to 
live life to the very end. 

Novv, driving to L.A., his mind raced back to the 
beginning, in the hell that vvas Vietnam. At age 30 he 
vvas a 12-year veteran on his second Vietnam tour. He 
vvas a legend in the Army — the ideal sniper — vvith a 
verifted total of 95 “kills.” He did it vvithout remorse, 
but simply as a man vvho had a duty to perform. 

He learned about his father”s death, and his mother”s, 
and his sister”s, from his base chaplain vvho handed him 
a copy of the police report. İt vvas a statement given 
by his brother, vvho vvas seriously vvounded but vvas 
expected to-survive. He blinked as he read: “Pop vvas 
sick and couldn”t vvork. He got behind in some bills 
and he vvas vvorried about some money he borrovved 
about a year ago. Then these guys vvere starting to 
bother him at vvork. These guys he ovved some money 
to. 1 heard him tell. Mama one night that they vvere 
blood-suckers. He-said they could all go to hell. Then 
one night he came home vvith his arm pulled out of the 
socket. These goons had vvorked him over. Mama got 
all tore up over that. She vvas scared he vvould have 
another heart attack. : 

“Then my sister Cindy vvent to see these guys and 
told them about Pop/s heart and asked them to lay off 
him. She told me about that. VVhat she didn”t tell me 
vvas about this later deal she let them talk her into. 
Then 1 found out vvhat she”d started doing for them. 
She started vvorking for those guys. She vvas sellin” 
her ass. 1 follovved her ohe night and 1 found out for 
myself. 1 knevv something vvas bothering her. 1 vvasn”t 
trying to spy on her, 1 fust vvanted to knovv vvhat vvas 
vvrong. 1 follovved her to this motel. 1 savv this guy go 
in. After he left, 1 busted in. The door vvasn”t even 
İocked. Cindy vvas on the bed, bareassed. She said she 
had to get that money paid back quick, or they”d go to 
vvork on Pop again. This guy Leo set up dates for her. 1 
told her it vvas no good, that Pop vvouldn”t vvant it that 
yvay. She said it vvasn”t a matter of vvhat Pop vvanted 
or didn”t vvant, it vvas fust a matter of vvhat had to be 
done. VVell, 1 couldn”t get anyvvhere vvith her. So 1 did 
a dumb thing. All 1 could think of vvas telling Pop, 1 
knevv he”d straighten Cindy out. 1 didn”t think he”d go 
nuts, v , 

“He vvalked out of the room, back tovvard his 
bedroom. Next thing 1 knevv, Pop vvas back, standing 
in the doorvvay. He had that old pistol in his hand, that 


- old Smith and VVesson Üncle Billy gave him. He shot 


me first, He yust kept on pulling that trigger. 1 savv 
Mama and Cindy go dovvn. He stood there staring at 
me after the gun vvas empty, İust staring at me. İt vvas 
like he didn”t even knovv Mama and Cindy vvere there, 
like it vvas Pust me”n him. Then he fust turned around 
and vvent back tovvard the bedroom. Coupla minutes 
later 1 heard another shot,” 

Bolan vvas air-lifted home .on emergency leave to 
handle funeral arrangements and to see for the care 
of his 17-year-old orphaned brother. He vvas feeling 
rotten and mad. 

“It looks like 1 have been fighting the vvrong enemy. 
The real enemy is chevving up everything you love 
back home. The rules of vvarfare are all rigged against 
the cops,” he thought. “Tust knovving the enemy isn”t 
enough. They have to prove he”s the enemy, and 
even then sometimes he slips avvay from them. VVhat 
is needed here is a bit of direct action, strategically 
planned, and to hell vvith the rules. Over in “Nam vve 
seek out and destroy. Exterminate the enemy. 1 guess 
its time a vvar vvas declared on the home front. The 


- same king of vvar vve”ve been fighting at “Nam. The 


very same kind.” 

On August 18th a sportsman”s shop in Pittsfteld vvas 
burglarized. The ovvner reported that a high-povvered 
hunting rifle, a deluxe scope, some targets, and several 
boxes of ammunition had been taken. An envelope of 
money sufficient to cover the loss had been left on the 
cash register. 

On August 19th the vvatchman at a deserted stone 
quarry investigated the sounds of gunfire in one of the 
back canyons of the quarry. “1 didh”t go all the vvay 
dovvn in there to talk to the guy,” the vvatchman later 
reported. “He”d set up this target range and he vvas 
plunkin” shots into the target from about a hundred 


yards out, Some sort of highpovver rifle. He vvasn”t 


hurting nothing. 1 get in some pistol practice around 
here myself. VVhat”s there to hurt?” 

On August 22nd, eight days follovving the interment 
of Bolan”s dead relatives, five officials of a 1oan 
company vvere gunned dovvn on the street outside the 
company office. An eyevvitness, a nevvs vendor vvhose 
stand is located on the comer near vvhere the shooting 
ocçurred, gave thi$ account: 

“These five guys come outta the loan company. Is 
about closing time. They re standing beside this car, 
parked there at the curb in front of the office. One 
yvalks out inna street. Going around to the driver”s side, 
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I guess. Then he stops Tight in his tracks and kinda 
— ferks around. His head snaps back. 1 see his eyes, he”s 
— that close, and they”re vvide and surprised. 1 see blood 
spurting outta his neck. 1 see all this before 1 even hear 


the first shot. It comes from up hiğh, up the street some 


place. I”s all happening so fast. 1 mean, faster”n 1 can 
tell it. These guys on the sidevvalk are standing there, 
 İust froze and gavvking at this guy vvhile he falls in the 
street. Then another one, his hands ferk up to his head 
 İust as his head starts fiying 
Off in all directions. My God, 
it ust explodes, and 1 can see 
pieces filying every vvhich vvay. 
The other guys are starting to 
 scramble. One dives for the car. 
The other tyvo are trying to get 
back inside the building. And 
these shots fust keep rolling 
off. 1 knovv there vvas ust five 
shots, like a rhythm, povv povv 
" povV povv povv, see, fust like 
" that. And there”s five dead 
guys strevvn about there, and 
1: mean fust dead as hell. They 
i all get it some place above the 
shoulders, every one of them” 
 Executioner Bolan vvas 
 taking on The Mafia. 


he gold lettering -on the 

frosted glass door read: 
“Plasky Enterprises.” He 
yvalked past the rovv of office- 
 pens and opened the vvooden 
door to the private office. He 
 closed the door and turned his 
attention to the man behind the 
desk. The chair vvas syviveled so 
— that Plasky”s back vvas tovvard 
the door. His feet vvere crossed atop a ləvi vvindovv- 
— ledge and he vvas half-lying in the chair, the telephone 
clasped 1oosely to his head. 

Bolan dropped into a leather chair and lit a cigarette. 
Plasky vvas a heavy man, but not soft, thick of chest 
“and shoulders. Bolan aged the man at about forty. 
"The hair vvas light brovvn, nearly blond, and carefully 
 barbered. A chiseled, ruddy face completed the not- 
"unhandsome picture. 

Plasky dropped the instrument, the genial lines of his 
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face instantly reforming into a cool composure as his 
eyes locked onto his visitor”s. “You”re Bolan, eh?” he 
asked, vvith hardly a pause. 

Bolan merely nodded. 

“VVe rented your father a sum of money. VVe vvant it 
back.” 

“That”d be a pretty good trick, Mr. Plasky. He vvas 
buried ten days ago.” 

There vvas a moment Öf silence as Plasky vvhipped 
the cover of the Bolan 
account open and closed 
several times. Finally he 
said, “VVe”ll fust refer 
the matter to our legal 
department. VVe can tie up 
the estate, you knovv.” 

“There”s no estate and 
you knovv it,” Bolan told 
him. “The debt is paid, 
Plasky. The debt is paid.” 
He rose to leave, 

“You. don”t knovv vvhat 
you”re saying, fella,” 
Plasky sneered, rising vvith 
him. 

“Is your legal department 
going to pack up their brass 
knucks and follov, me to 
Vietnam?” Bolan asked, 
his tone faintly mocking. 

“Vietnam?” the other 
man echoed. 

“1 got emergeney İeave 
to bury the old man. T”1l be 
going back in a couple of 
days. By the vvay...” Bolan 
sat back dovvn. 

“Yeah?” The ruddy face 
vvas further flushed vvith 


suppressed anger. 
“T savv those guys get it.” 
“VVhat? VVhat guys?” 
“The guys dovvn at Triangle. 1 savv them die.” 
“So?” 5 hands vvere clenched together on the 
desk. 
“1 think 1 sav: the guy that did it.” 


ieutenant of Detectives Al VVeatherbee rose vvith 
hand outstretched tovvard the tall man in the U.S. 


Army uniform. 

“P m Licutenant VVeatherbee,” he said. 

“Sit dovvn, Sergeant Bolan.” 

VVeatherbee smiled engagingly and said, “That”s an 
interesting collection of fruit salad.” He Icaned forvvard 
to study the military decoration on the soldier”s brcast. 

“I recognize the Purple Heart and the marksman”s 
medal — and, yeah, the Bronze Star — the rest of “em 
are out of my era, 1 guess. Hovv many vveapons have 
you qualified as expert on?” 

Bolan met the suddenly penetrating gaze. “Hust about 
all the personal vvcapons,” he replied. 

“Are you expert enough to get off five shots in less 
than five seconds, vvith a perfect score at better than a 
hundred yards?” 

“Əspoxin on the vvcapon,” Bolan said easily. “I”ve 
done it. 

“Uh-huh.” vicatberboc took a drag from his cigarette 
and exhaled noisily. “T”ve had a couple of Telex 
conversations vvith Military Police in Saigon. Told 
me something interesting about you, Sergeant.” The 
detectivc”s face hardened somevvhat. He dropped the 
cigarette into an ashtray and raised probing eyes to 
the soldier”s face. “Said they have a nickname for you 
back there, in your old outfit. Said they call you “The 
Executioner:” VVhy vvould they call you something like 
that, Sergeant?” 

Bolan shifted his vveight in the chair and let his 
eyes vvander about the police officer”s face for a brief 
moment. Then, “If you”re playing games vvith me, sir, 
shouldn”t 1 at least be told the name of the game?” 

“The name of the game is homicide,” VVeatherbee 
snapped. “VVe can”t have self-appointed yudges and 
uries vvalking the streets vvith guns in their hands. 
Hell, man, this isn”t Vietnaml” 

“If 1 am being accused of a crime, isn”t there a 
formality to be observed?” Bolan said, his features 
rigid in a set smile. 

“You aren”t being charged,” the lieutenant replied. 
“Not yet. But 1 knovv exactly vvhat happened, Bolan. 
You understand that. 1 knovv. 1 knovv.” 

The lanky sergeant shifted his vveight causing the 
chair to creak beneath him. “If you knovv so much,” he 
said softly “vvhy aren”t you charging me?” 

“VVould you like to make a statement?” 

“Not unless T”m under arrest.” 

“You knovv you”re not under arrest.” 

“Then 1 have no statement,” Bolan said, stmiling 
tightİy. 


“VVhat sort of serevvy ideas you got in that noodle of 
yours, Sarge?” 

Bolan held his hands up, palms out. “No screvvs 
vvhatsoever,” he replied. 

“V/hen are you due back in Victnam?” 

“Tm not duc back.” Bolan grinned engagingly. “Nevv 
orders came yesterday. Humanitarian reassignment.” 

“Reassignment vvhere?” VVeatherbee asked quickly. 

“To the ROTC Unit at Franklin High. Because of the 
kid brother,” Bolan added meekly. “Tm his only kin.” 

VVecatherbee charged to his feet. “The Mafia is an 
organization that can”t afford to forgive and forget. 17m 
talking about a guy knovvn as “The Executioner,” v/ho 
may or may not have executed five of their number- 
and those guys don”t give anybody the bencfit of any 
doubts the vvay the lavv does. 1”m talking about the 
streets of my city becoming a shooting gallery, and 
of my inability to do anything but sit on the sidelines 
and vvatch like a spectator because 1 don”t have any 
physical evidence to take into a court of layv. 

“Pm leveling vvith you, Sarge. They may not get to 
you today, or even tomorrovv, but believe me they vvill 


, get to you, And T”m sidelined. Understand? 1 can”t do a 


thing to help you — even saying 1 vvanted to.” 

“VVell — thanks for the honesty,” Bolan said. 
He smiled, “See you around.” He opened the door 
and vvalked out. A sudden chill shot dovvn Bolan”s 
spine, and he knevv a moment of self-doubt. VVas he 
overestimating his ovvn capabilities? Could he really 
expect to vvage any sort of an effective one-man vvar 
on an organization that even the collective talents 
and. technologies of the vvorld”s police vvere helpless 
against? Bolan shrugged and vvent ön dovvn the stairs. 
There vvas no turning back. The vvar vvas already on. 
And The Executioner had an afternoon appointment 


vvith some of the inner circle. 


t could have been any gathering of successful 

businessmen, relaxing in a country club atmosphere. 
Nat Plasky lcaned against a - poolside cabana, a 
svveating glass of iced liquid held in a massive pavv. 
He vvas engaged in quiet conversation vvith an eye- 
erking blonde young vvoman in an almost nonexistent 
bikini. Several other dazzling Miss Universe types, 
displaying varioüs ideas of the nude-svvimvvear 
İook behind fishnet, nudie panels, and enchantingiy 
strategic placements of mini-materials, spravvled here 
and there beside the pool. Nobody 2 to be vvet, 
nor inclined to get that vvay. 
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A suave man of about fifty sat at an umbrella table 
— vvith a younger man vvho vvore slacks, a turtle-neck 
shirt, and a light sports yacket. Several other men 
— vvandered about aimlessly — bodyguards, vvas Bolan”s 


— unspoken signal or herd instinct prompted all eyes to 
— syving tovvard Bolan as he approached the pool. Plasky 
— vvaved his:glass in Bolan”s direction, said something 
to the blonde, and hurried forvvard to greet the nevv 
- arrival. 

“VVe been invaded by the U.S. Army,” one girl 
— murmured lazily, eyeing the tall soldier vvith interest. 
Plasky vvent to Bolan vvith hand outstretched, then 
— led the soldier like a long-lost friend to the table vvherc 
— the tvvo other men sat. 
“VValt Seymour, this is Sergeant Mack Bolan,” he said 
— fo the older man. Seymour Şust nodded. The younger 
man seized Bolan”s hand and vvrung it enthusiastically. 


— and he svvept the man vvith a vvarm gaze. 

” “T”m Leo Turrin,” he said, smiling. “Hear you”re 
— ust back from “Nam. VVelcome home. VVhat outfit you 
— vvith over there?” 

“Ninth Infantry,” Bolan replied, hoping he hadn”t 
— reacted to the others name. He”d recognized fhe 
 comradely tone of another returned veteran, and the 
 faöc mcant nothing in his memory, but 2ohnny Bolan”s 


car. 3 
Once ofthe ncar-nudies appeared at that moment and 
thrust a frosted glass into Bolan”s hand. He thanked 
her and sat dovvn at Plasky”s invitation. “Beautiful 
girl,” Bolan murmured appreciatively. 

“Aren”t they all,” Plasky said borediy. “You like her, 
 she”s yours. After vve”vc finished our business.” 
— “Then let”s get on vvith the business,” he said, 
 griming. 

 “VVhy don”t you tell us your eyqanınıa version of 


İ Bolan nodded. “Look, my original idea vvas to sell 
you people the information. That”s all changed novv. 
The cops told me vvho you are, see. gp that changed 
 everything.” 

Seymour flashed a” glance tovvard Plasky. “And dust 
“vvho are vve?” 

“You”re the Mafia.” 

— Seymour”s smile faded. Plasky coughed. Turrin”s 
 finger$ began drumming against the table, “VVe”re the 
“vvhat?” Seymour muttered. 


— quick impression. And they vvere vvatching him. Some ” 


— İt vvas the sort of handshake Bolan could understand,” 


— vvords, this guy she called Leo, vvere dizzying his inner 


“Hell, i7s common knovvledge,” Bolan said, “VVith 
the cops, 1 guess. They told me that Triangice is tied in 
vvith the Mafia.” 

“VVhat are your cards, Sergeant?” Seymour asked, 
eyes tvvinkling at Plasky. 

“T” m ?ob hunting. Five of your people stopped living 
yesterday. 1 figure you have a vacancy. I”ve been tvvelve 
years in this uniform,” Bolan replied. “T”ve learned a 
trade, but it hasn”t made inc any monğy. 1 don”t have a 
dime, and T”1l never have a dime. 

Seymour vvas beginning to vvarm up. “VVhat sort of a 


Trade?” he inquired. 


“Guns are my business.” 

“I think the sarge is a conniving opportunist,” 
Seymour said, to nobody in particular. 

“VVe need opportunists — that”s vvhat vve need, isn”t 
it?” Turrin said. 

Seymour sighed. “Yeah, ycah, that”s exactly vvhat vve 
need. VVell — get those girls over here, Leo. And roll 
that bar over here. It seems vve have a nevv employee 
to vvelcome.” He smiled sourly at Bolan. “This is your 
day of golden opportunity, Sarge. Don”t let it turn to 
brass.” 

Bolan grinned and picked up his drink. It had become 
tepid and flat. VVho cared? Hell, vvho cared? He gulped 
it dovvn. He vvas in. And from the looks of things he 
vvas about to get into something else. . 


er name, somebody told him, vvas Mara, her 
function vvas entirely obvious. She settled into 
his lap vvithout an invitation, handing him a fresh 
drink, and vvriggled the bikini-clad — or almost-clad ” 
— bottom about in an apparent striving for comfort, 
at the expense of Bolan”s ovvn. “1 like soldiers,” she 
confided softly, running a hand inside his shirt. The 
bikini barcly topped İhe svvell of her lovver abdomen, a 
thin stretch of elastic traversing the centerline of belled 
hips and plunging in back vvell belovv the pronounced 
cleft of svvollen buttocks. The halter of the bikini vvas 
no more than an elasticized scrap of overlaid “novv you 
see it, nov you don”t” netting. Bolan”s free hand found ” 
a natural resting place on the silky torso at a point 
about midvvay betvveen the upper and lovver edges 
of the “svvim” suit. His fingers strayed dovvn across 
the soft indentation of the navel. He flicked a glance 
around in a brief survey of his companions, noted that 
they vvere comparably burdened and preoccupied, then 
let his fingers travel on southvvard. 
The girl giggled and captured his hand. Then she 
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murmured: “You haven”t been around vvomen lately, 
have you?” She then resettled, again agitating hersclf 
into the closest possible coniunction and moving 
Bolan”s hand up and onto her breast. “Have you 
forgotten vvhat those feel like?” she asked vvhimsically. 

Bolan nudged the net aside and assured her that he 
had, indeed, not forgotten. She giggled, took the drink 
out of his hand, set it on the nearby table and slid off 
his lap, then playfully tugged him out of the chair. 
“VVe need to get you into a pair of trunks,” she told 
him. She moved close alongside and bencath his arm, 
maintaining a tight, lockstep embrace,. and steered him 
to a cabana. She entered vvith him, locked the door, and 
moved immediately into his arms, raising her mouth to 
his. He took it hungrily, suddenly avvare of hovv long 
it had been since a vibrant American girl had been in 
his arms. Her breath vvas svvectly alcoholic, hot and 
vvanting, altogether pleasant, an active tonguc probing 
for effect. Spring-tension hips vvere thrust high and 
forvvard and moving rhythmically for an even more 
disturbing effect. 

A quick motion of her hands caused the bikini bra 
to fall ayvay. Glistening cones sprang forvvard, figgling 
tauntingly in the sudden release, the pale pink at the 
tips highlighting the. pro)ection. She cupped them 
in her hands, gently agitating the nipples vvith her 
thumbs, vvhich vvere already protruding slightly: they 
grevv noticeably under the attention, riveting Bolan”s 
eyes in fascinating inspection. “That net makes them 
itch,” she explained. “VVouldn”t you like to scratch 
them for me?” : 

VVithout a vvord, Bolan reached forvvard and tugged 
dovvn the bikini panties. She stepped out of them 
vvith a throaty giggle and reached for his trousers, 
expertly lovvering them and his shorts all in one brief 
motion and falling against him, moving sensually 
for calculated effect. Bolan groaned and clasped her 
to him, luxuriating in the fusion of male and female 
flesh. Her arms vvent tightly about him, hands rubbing 
feverishiy at his back, pile-driving hips once again in 
action. 

There vvas no room to stretch out in the tiny dressing 
room: it vvas also obvious that she had dealt vvifh 
similar situations before. She pulled the little bench 
around and pushed Bolan dovvn onto it, seated on the 
end, then she climbed aboard, straddling man and 
bench, seizing and stuffing him in vvith an obviously 
practiced maneuver and settling onto him vvith a harsh 
bounce. Bolan experienced an immediate tremor, his 


arms going about her and squcezing her fiercely to him 
as his back sought the surface of the bench. She vvent 
dovvn vvith him, murmuring, “Good, good.” 

It had happened so quiekly as to seem totally unreal 
to Bölan. “1 don”t suppose that did much for you, eh,” 
he muttered apologetically. 

She lay there, the magnificent breasts spreading 
across his chest, lips nibbling at his neck, entirely 
relaxed. öz : 

“It can vvait,” she told him. “You guys alvvays come 
back full of TNT or something.” She struggled to her 
feet, smiling ruefülly at his midsection, pulled a tovvel 
from a shelf and dropped it onto him. 


EL vvas a large house in the suburbs — nothing overly 
elaborate from the: outside vievv, and certainly 
nothing to cause it to stand out from the otherirregularly 
placed estates on the tree-lined street. An iron gate 
stood open, allovving ready access to the macadam 
drive. A gardener vvorked quietly in a flovver bed ncar 
the front of the acreage of neat lavvn. Numerous trees 
and shrubs dotted the landscape, all but hiding the 


, house from street observation. A six-foot iron fence 


completed the isolation, there being no gate other than 
the automobile gate at the drive. Bolan looked again at 
the “gardener,” deciding he vvas too young, too alert, 
and too near the open gate to be anything other than a 
disguised guard. “VVe call the place “Pinechester.” And 
it”s legally chartered as a private club,” said Turrin. 
“Looks nice, but deserted,” Bolan commented. 
“Little carly,” Turrin grunted. “Don”t get much 
daylight business. Most of the girls sleep until late 
afternoon, “less they vvanta get in" some sunbathing 
or svvimming or something.” He noted Bolan”s raised 
eyebrovvs, and added, “Yeah, there”s a pool around 
back, nice one. This is one of our higher class houses. 


Ts. my pet, really. The girls here all treat me nice. They 


vvanta stay here. Sheer luxury, huh.” 

Bolarr had to agree. They passed a double tennis 
court and a golf-putting green. “Hovv many girls?” he 
vvanted to knovv, 

“There”s tvventy-tvvo bedrooms,” Turrin replied 
proudly. “Sometimes vve have more girls than that, sört 
of rotate days off and get the most out of the property. 
Real businesslik€, you knovv.” He glanced at his 
companion. “VVe sell memberships to this place. Like 
1 said, it”s a club. Run like a club. But the membership 
fec ust gets the member in the door. Or he can use the 
pool and the other outdoors stuff at no extra charge. 
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— Then every so often vve fhrovv a party — by printed 
invitation only — and that costs the guy a bundle.” 
They entered a smartly furnished room vvith a vaulted 
— ceiling and tvvo enormous ciystal chandeliers. Couches 


 thrcesomes and foursomes, vvith accompanying side- 
 tables, ash trays, and various bric-a-brac. “This”s the 
— clubroom,” Turrin told him. “VVe tried to cozy it up 
— some. Is a God-avvful big room, and cozying vvasn”t 
casy.” He tugged at an ornately vvoven pull cord. Bolan 
— hcard soft chimes echoing somevvhere in the quieted 
— mansion. A statuesque vvoman vvith flaming red hair 
 piled high, empress fashion, strode into the room, a 
— vvarm greeting on her lips. 

“Leo dar-lingl” she cried happily. She ran to him 
— and embraced him, pulling back immediately to look 
 vvarmly into his eyes. Bolan noted that she vvas a half- 
— head taller than her employer, then took into account 
the impossibly high heels of her shoes and mentaliy” 
 calculated her back dovvn to Leo”s general height. She 
“ vvore silk skintight hip-huggers that clung to her every 
 suggestion, from belly button to ankles, and Bolan 
 allovved that there vvas quite a bit of suggestion there. 
 Asilk yacket completed her attire. It had flaring, slitted 
— sleeves, nicely exposing the rich skin tones of her arms 
as she moved them, and ended several inches above 
— the vvaistband of the pants. The front of the yacket did 
not come together — three scarlet ties vvere provided 


being employed. The gap at the center vvas a span of 
— inches, and the ties no bulkier than a shoestring. The 
- effect vas startling, and found an interested audience 
— in Mack Bolan. The redhead ignored him completely 
until Turrin made note of his presence. 

“I vvant you to meet my nevy top-kick, Rheeda,” 
— he said, “Mack Bolan, Rheeda Devish. Rheeda and 1 
— have business together. You”re on station right here. 

 Understand? Right here.” 

— Bolan nodded soberly. “T”m on station, Captain.” 
- Turrin vvinked and clapped Bolan on the shoulder. Then 
— he turned back to his redhead and together they left, 


 vvoman clinging i in lock-step and giggling delightediy 


: trickle of sanity from Bolan”s mind. She vvas 
 fully as tall as Rheeda and made up in vibrant youth 


and overstuffed chairs vvere placed here and there, in “ 


— as closures, but only one, squarely at bustline, vvas “ 


going out the back archvvay and up padded stairs, the 


en the blonde appeared, she iarred every 


and oozing sex vvhat Rheeda took from her in poise 
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and beauty. The golden hair fell to belovv the creamy 
shoulders. The eyes vvere vvidely spaced and sparkling 
blue, the nose and chin delicately chiseled, the avvline 
soft and barely defined. The richly sensuous mouth 
vvas provocatively ağar, the pink top of a tonguc 
thoughtfully extended onto the upper lip. 

“VVho the heck are you?” she inquired?” in a soft 
vofce, 

“Tm vaiting for Mr. Tufrin,” Mack töld her. Itscemed 
an idiot thing to say but, under the circumstanees, it 
seemed also quite apropos. The golden goddess vvas, 
Tor all practical effects, unclothed. A transparent 
gauzelike stole vvas draped across her shoulders and in 
a frec fall dovvn the front of her, crossing at the-at the 
arch of her thighs and dravvn under, back, and around 
and tied loosely at the hips. The effect vvas altogether 
casual and altogether revealing and, in the altogether, 
stunning to male avvareness. Huge globular breasts 
vvith strongly defined dark circles surged restlessiy 
bencath the gauzy film, scarlet tips only emphasized 
by the luminously vvhite material. The legs and thighs 
seemed to explode upvvards vvith no loss of continuity 
betvveen that belovv and that above, and Bolan found 
himself nervously vvetting his lips like a schoolboy at 
his first strip shovv. 

“You may as vvell vvait upstairs vvith me,” the blonde 
said, obviously sure of her effect on the straining 
male consciousness. “You may as vvell,” she repeated 
coaxingly, in a husky voice. “Leo alvvays takes about 
an hour. C”mon. VVe”ll get a drink and take it upstairs.” 

“TPm s$orry,” Bolan said, already, vvondering about 
the genuineness of the encounter. “He told me to vvait 
right here.” 

She moved against him then, and the delicate scents 
of her edged stronger into the male of him. His hands 
automatically moved onto the soft roundness behind 
her, then tvvitched avvay as the magic of chemistry had 
its vvay. 

Bolan politely but firmiy pushed her avvay. “m 
sorry,” he said quietly. 

She gazed at him for a moment, reading the message 
of his eyes. Her ovvn eyes flashed, then, and she asked, 
“VVho do you think you “re kidding?” Her nostrils vvere 
flaring angrily. 

The girl gave a short, nervous "eğaş vvriggled her 
hips, and threvv a vicious bump in his direction. 

“I got the picture,” Bolan said. He grinned feebly. 
“Take it casy, blondie. This may be the place, but it 
iust isn”t the time. Leave a vvorking man alone.” 


Her eyes softened and she gazed at him vvith nevv 
respect. She said, “VVell-1-1...” in a voice tinged vvith 
indecision, then simply smiled at him 

Anelectronic squeal and then a hum broke the silence, 
follovved svviftly by the voice of Leo Turrin, obviously 
issuing from “a concealed speaker somevvhere in the 
clubroom. “Okay, Sarge,” it said “Another point for 
you. Hey, vvhat are you? A goddamn iron man? Huh?1 
vvonder if 1 could pass that testi” Turrin vvas enioying 
himself and the moment hugely. “Hey — hey — grab 
that hot blonde and drag her up the stairs. You hear 
me? Go on-and enioy yourself1” 

“I hear you, Leo,” Bolan said softly. He vvas looking 
for the spcaker. 

“Hey, it”s-closed-circuit TV. "1 shovv it to you later. 
Mitzi — you take good care of my friend — you hear 
me?” 

The girl vas “. good-humoredly. “Sure, 1 “yl 
you, Leo,” she replied. 

He follovved the blonde seductress up the curving 
svvecp of stairs and into a large bedroom. İt vvas a 
sumptuous affair, complete vvith canopied bed, deep 
carpeting, and lavish furnishings. Bolan emitted a soft 
vvhistle. 

“Nice, eh?” the blonde said, turning to him vvith a 
vvarm smile: Her gaze angled dovvn to his loins, one 
hand moving spontaneously vvith the eyes. 

Bolan merely grinned, pushed her an arm”s length 
avvay, and carefully untied the bovv at her hips, 
thoughtfully disentangled the stole from the vvarm 
flesh of the thighs, drevv it over her head, and dropped 
it to the floor, then stood gazing at her, onc hand raised 
contemplatively to is chin. She smiled and did a slovv 
pirouette, arms raised gracefully, concluding vvith a 
repetition of the bump-and-grind she had shovvn him 
dovvnstairs. i 

“Don”t tell me,” he said, grinning, 
vvere on the stage.” 

She gave a short laugh, lovvering her arms and 
standing somevvhat avvkvvardiy, perhaps even self- 
consciously. Bolan had taken command: this vvas 
obvious. She laughed again, a bit nervously, turned 
and strolled tovvard the bed, hesitating momentarily,(o 
gaze at him over her shoulder, then studiously folded 
back the bedcovers and cravvled onto the luxury of 
silken sheets, plumping a pillovv bencath her head 
and rolling languidliy onto onc side and staring at her 
companion of the boudoir. Bolan vvas undressing. She 
vvatched him as he stripped, her eyes follovved caclı 


“ — TI bet you 


: flexure of the manİy frame. He carefully draped his 


clothing over the back of a ehair, stalked over to the 
bed, and stared dovvn at her vvith a penetrating gaze, 
his lips set in a half-smile, 

He dropped his knees to the floör and encircled the 
lush female body vvith an arm, raking his lips across 
the torso, pausing momentarily at the brcasts, then 
onto the throat and lingering on the pouty lips. “This 
is more like it,” she said a moment later, sighing and 
running hands along his back. He doubled one of her 
legs and drevv it forvvard, kissed the knee, kneading the 
leg vvith both hands. 

“You, uh, like legs?” she asked, a nevv light beginning 
in the depths of her eyes. , 

“1 like yours,” he told her. “But probably not in the 
vvay you”re vvondering. 7 ust trying to discover 
vvhere you tick.” 

“Hell, 1 tick all over,” she said quickly. His hands 
had moved onto her hips, fanning along the heavy 
cones of firm flesh, and up into the functure of legs 
and body. The raised leg ierked involuntarily and: she 
inhaled sharply. He vvas grinning at her. “VVell, okay, 
so 1 tick some places better than others,” she admitted. 
“Are you going to, uh, get up here on the bed vvith 
me?” Sövü x 

For reply he pushed, pulled, and rolled her over and 
ran his hands along the back of her: hesitating here 
and there to probe sensitive spots. The blonde vvas 
beginning to puff again. “Say,” she said, “say 

“Yeah?” 

She lunged about and flung her arms about his neck, 
mouth eagerly seeking his. He vvent onto the bed 
than and they lay in tight embrace, Timbs intertvvined, 
mouths ?oined, her hips moving rhythmically against 

He vvithdrevv from the urgency of her mouth and 
said, “Novv, that”s the proper movement for the bed 
set.” 

“Okay, Professor,” she puffed, “ — on vvith the 
İecture.” Her mouth again grafted onto his, the heavy 
globes of breasts vvorrying frantically against his chest. 
He rolled to the other side of her, carrying her over 
atop him, lifting her high, his hcad bencath her chin, 
and buried his mouth in the luxurious fiesh. She gasped 
and flopped, hamrhering at him vvith her hips, v”hining, 
entreating. Her knees and arms lifted together and her 
eyes vvere plcading. “Please,” she moaned, “please...” 

She arched up to meet him, capturing him in a death- 
grip vvith all four limbs. “Yes, yes, yes,” she panted, 
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— then her midsection exploded in a convulsive grasping, 
— and it vvas not until some moments later that she vvas 
 able to complete the statement. “I am a vvoman,” she 
— declared languidly. 

“Hell, don”t 1 knovv it,” Bolan said tirediy. 


ome vveeks later an unexpected caller presented 
himselfat the door of Mack Bolan”s Liberty District 
— apartment in carly morning hours. Bolan grunted vvith 
 surprise, svvung the door open, and admitted Detective- 
 Lieutenant Al VVeatherbee. 
“Consider this a friendship call,” the policeman 
said, smiling tightly. “Came by vvay of an informant. A 
 contract has been let on you, Bolan.” 
Bolan thought about it for a moment, then said, “I 
don t understand you.” 
“A kill contract,” the policeman explained. 
 “Somebody has set you up for anexecution. Understand 
— nov?” 
 Bolan stared at him briefly and lit a cigarette. “You 
trying to shake me up, or something?” he asked softly. 
 Vecatherbec sighed and shook his hcad negative. 
— “No, this is on the level, Bolan. Look, IT”ve had you 
— under observation. I”ve knovvn that you”ve been 
: — playing some sort of game vvith these people. VVell.-— 
 novv they knovv it. You didn”t really expect to insult 
their intelligence forever, did you?” 


— murmured. 

“Many, many dcad men have had that same first 
 impression,” VVeatherbee said. “They ”ve pegged you, 
Bolan. They knovv vvho you are — and obviousiy they 
—knovv vvhy you are interested in them. And there”s a 
Contract out, vvith your name on it.” 

 “VVhat can 1 do about it?” Bolan vvondered aloud. 

— Tüeir eyes met. VVeatherbee smiled grimly and said: 
“Run. As fast and as far as you can.” 

 Bolan”s reaction to the suggestion vvas a grunt. 
““VVhere do 1 stand legally? If 1 kill them first?” he 
ked. 

 “You”d be arrested and charged vvith: first degree 
murder,” VVeatherbec replied calmly. He vvas vvalking 
tovvard the front door. He opened it and stepped into 
the hallvvay. 


or, He vvent immediately to the bathroom, calmiy 
hed his teeth, then shaved, shovvered, and dressed. 


been provided by Turrin, inspected the snub-nosed 


“They haven”t seemed so intelligent,” Bolan 


Bolan said, “Thanks, Lieutenant,” and closed the 


— -——— 


pistol for the dozenth time, then slipped into the harness 
and secured it. Then he returned to the bedroom and 
rearranged the furniture, sliding the head of the bed 
against the cast vvindovv, opening the blinds at: that 
vvindovv to admit the strong rays of the rising sun, 
loosely rolled the blankets into soft lumps and pulled a 
sheet over them. He vvent through the apartment, then, 
carefully closing all blinds and extinguishing lamps, 
returning finally to the bediroom. 5 

He positioned a chair inside the vvalk-in closet, vvent 
over and closed the bedroom door firmly, then returned 
To the closet and sat dovvn, rolling the sliding doors 
to a faintly cracked closure directly in front of the 
chair, checked the .32 one last time, then vvaited vvith 
a calm and patience he had learned in another part of 
the vvorld. 

The tvvo visitors did not ring the bell. The door 
svvung softly open, the tvvo men paused momentarily, 
then stepped quietly into the apartment, closing the 
door carefully behind them. 

“Still in bed,” one hissed. 

The other nodded silently and they moved slovvly 
tovvard the. -rear of the apartment. The larger man 
paused near the bedroom door, squinting in the near 
dark to inspect a long-barrel pistol he held in his hand. 
A silencing device vvas attached to the barrel of the 
pistol. The other man touched the pistol, his teeth - 
revealing themselves in a smile. “No messing around,” 
he vvhispered. “This guy”s good vvith a gun, they say.” 

The man vvith the pistol nodded and slovvly turned 
the knob of the bedroom door, pushed the door vvide, 
and stepped inside, the second man right behind. They 
vvere momentarily blinded, squinting into the bright 
rectangle of sunlight beyond the bed, but the gunman 
raised his arm and squcezed off three quick shots into 
the huddled lump on the bed, the big pistol “plutting” 
dully under the muzzle silencer. Then there vvas a 
sliding sound in the corner to their right and a voice 
announced, “Over here, Charlie.” 

The tvvo men spun as one, arms almost interlocking. 


Orange flame vvas spitting tovvard them and the room ” 


vvas vibrating from a fast-talking pistol. A scarlet 
geyser erupted from the throat of the man vvith the gun. 
The other crumpled to his knees, one hand inside his 
acket and frozen in a Napoleonic imitation, the Packet 
itself quickly turning crimson directly over the heart. 
Another profectile punched into the first man”s face, 
ust beneath one eye, the impact snapping his head 
back grotesquely. He vvent dovvn atop his companion, 
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the thoroughly silenced pistol clutched spasmodically 
in an uncontrollably ferking hand. 


t vvas fust a little past noon vvhen the familiar black 

sedan pulled slovvly through the iron gatevvay to the 
suburban estate. Bolan nodded to the young man in 
the caretaker”s overalİs and moved the car smoothly 
along the curving drive of Pinechester. He vvheeled on 
around to the garage area, left the vehicle, and entered 
the large house through the side door, going directly to 
the pullcord in the clubroom, announcing his presence. 
After a small vvait, the tall redhead appeared, again 
sporting silken hip-buggers, these of a flaming green 
and slitted strategically for ultimate effect. 

“Tvvant you to get your girls out of here,” he told her, 
“ —unless you vvant them toasted like marshmallovvs.” 

She stared at him uncomprehendingly for a brief 
moment, “İs the house on fire?” she mumbled. 

“IUs going to be,” he assüred her. “Start gettingthem 
out. Novvl” . 

He picked up a nevvspaper, and held it over the flame 
of his cigarette lighter. Rheeda gasped and bolted up 
the stairvvay. 

Bolan tossed the flaming nevvspaper to the floor, 
beneath the vvindovv draperies, then quickly lit another. 
Moments later the clubroom vvas a blazing inferno. 
Bolan exited the same vvay he”d arrived, climbed into 
the car, and drove back to the gate. 

“These old places do go up fast,” Bolan muttered 
to himself, then he grinned and pulled on through the 
gatevvay and drove up the road, paralleling the fence, 
for a distance of about a hundred yards. He pulled onto 
the shoulder, stopped the car, then carefully eased it 
alongside the fence and killed the motor. He reached 
into the back seat and produced the big Marlin, then 
left the car and scaled the fence, dropping lightly inside 
vvith the rifle slung over his shoulder. Smiling grimly, 
he erossed the grounds to a small knoll overlooking 
the house and drive, laid dovvn, and again took up a 
patient vigil. 

VVomen vvere shrieking and running about, most of 
them in various stages of undress. The distant scream 
of fire trucks edged into Bolan”s consciousness and”a 
Chief”s car flashed into the drivevvay moments later, 
and a hook and ladder truck entered Yust behind him. 
The firemen seemed to be shovving more attention to 
the girls than to the blaze. 

Bolan grinned and vvaited. A limousine pulled into 
the gateyvay. Bolan already had the occupants sighted 


in. Turrin sat on the passenger 8 side, in front. The man 
behind the v/heel he recognized as one of the “guns” of 
Seymour”s poolside party. Tvvo other men, their faces 
not visible to Bolan, vvere in the back seat, 

Bolan shot the front tires off the car, then put a quick 
round through the vvindshield betvveen the tvvo men. 
Turrin”s startled and frightened face passed svviftly 
through the scope vievver as he hit the deck. A back 
door svvung open and a large-man staggered onto the 
drive, one hand held to a bleeding scratch at the side 
of his head. Bolan clucked his tongue: he had not 
meant to hit any flesh on that first salvo. The sounds 
of the big rifle boomed across the open ground, Bolan 
put an imaginary mark on the hood, under vvhich the 
carburetor should rest, and levered tvvo quick shots 
into there. The hood flevv open at a skevved angle, and 
flames licked up around the opening: Aİİ doors popped 
open and men erupted from the car and sprinted for the 
cover of the trees a fevv yards distant. Bolan had been 
expecting it, he punched a .444 through one man”s leg 
and let it go at that. : 

Bolan then slung the rifle at his shoulder and slid 


, dovvn the backside of the knoll, deciding that he had 


rattled enough teeth for the moment. He had to climb 
a tree to oyercome the fence, dropping onto the roof of 
the car. He syvung the car in a U-turm across the road, 
then cruised slovvly past the scene of excitement he 
had fust vacated. The car”s occupants vvere novvhere 
in sight. Curious sightseers vvere beginning to descend 
upon the scene, and already several cars vvere pulled 
over along the shoulder of the road. Bolan gunned on 
past the entrance to the estate, a satisfied smile on his 
face, and set course for the home of Leo Turrin, some 
eight miles distant in another suburban area. 

He covered the distance in something under tvventy 
minutes, arriving at Turrin”S front door at precisely tvvo 


o ”cloek. A pretty, dark-haired vvoman of about thirty 


ansyvered his ring, She responded vvith a vvarm smile 
vyhen Bolan introduced himself, and invited him in. 
He declined, preferring to deliver his message vvhile 
standing in the dooryvay. 

“My name is familiar to you, then?” he asked her. 

"Oh yes,” she assured him. “Leo has spoken very 
highly of you, Mr. Bolan. Are you sure you vvouldn”t 
like to come in?” Tdon”t knovv vvhen — “ 

“No, 1 really didn”t expect to find Leo here,” Bolan 
said quickly, “As a matter of fact, 1 yust left him a little 
vyhile ago. 1 neglected to tell him something important 
o und 1 vvas.in the area — 1 thought 1 could leave the 
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” 


 seemed to mome 
 Bolan guessed 
before, “But "s 
3 vvondering . . 


gaze vvas pure innocence, he turned his back: on (he 
security. man to peer into the vvater. “Come and see for. 
yourself,” he suggested. 


e,” she eəlud, Bolan had turned and vvas The man stepped up beside him, Staring stupkdiy: 
g dovvn: the Steps. She follovved. “Uh -əMir. into the pool, the gun gripped tightly in front of him 
$ $ and pointed into the vvater. “1 don”t...” he started to 


"Say, the vvords eclipsing into a bloody bubble. The gun 


ng vvith exasperation. “Emir 
ng”s it going to be off?” : 


ıı ) his armpit. “Didn £ you knovv P : ed the question, another 


afiosi?” he asked gülmly. 0 ifough the doorvvay. “Every 
i ever-present pistol danglinı 


the vvaistband of 
T tool kit similar to. 


bovver company linerf 


Tied a broad- bladed tin 


busy also. The hunting knil 0 
g across. veins, arteries, and.1 
. The man gaye a startled gruhti 


“of hedge rov and 
rapidiy back. and” iz 


other hand, at the man”s back, pushed gently and the 
scarlet vvaters accommodated another visitor. 

The cook met him at the back door. “They re still 
off,” she complained. 

“Should be okay novv,” Bolan told her. “Pd better 
come inside ahd take a look.” 

Bolan moved svviftly then, on through the kitchen 
and past the dining room and up the stairs to the upper 
level. He unshcathed the hunting knife and vvent from 
bedroom to bedroom, slashing every mattress in the 
house from head to foot, a task requiring less than 
tvvo minutes. Retuming through the living room, he 
noted a large portrait of VValt Seymour hanging over 
the mantel. Bolan coolly sighted his .32 and emptied 
it into the pərtrait, completely punching out both eyes. 


Buz stopped at a public telephone, thumbed a dime 
into the slot, and dialed the number for the central 
police station. “Licutenant VVeatherbee, Homicide,” he 
told the svvitchboard operator. He vvaited, humming 
softly under his breath, until the familiar dravvl of the 
detective came on the line. 

“VVeatherbee here.” 

“Bolan here. 1 vvant to ask a favor.” 

“Oh? You vvant to turn yourself in? That”s about the 
best favor 1 can offer — the lockup.” 

Bolan vvas chuckling. “Not hardly. T”d like for you to 
move my brother into the police vvard at the hospital.” 

“Oh, 1 did that carly this morning.” 

“Very thoughtful of you,” Bolan said, his voice 
revcaling his surprise. . 

“Hell, Sergeant. Everybody vrants you novv, even the 
military. CID men yust left here.” 

Bolan hung up, grinning, and returned to the car. A 
glance at his vvatch informed him that the time vyas 
4:40. He vvould yust about have time to make it over to 
the Triangle office. Ğ 

Bolan stepped through the door at five minutes 
before five o”clock, closed it firmly and locked it, 
and pulled dovvn the shade. The girl at the reception 
desk shovved him a startled attention. His eyes flicked 
tovvard the closed door beyond” the plastic and vvood 
intervievv cages. “VVho”s in there?” he asked harshly/ 

“Vust Mr. T-thomas,” the girl stammered, “the 
office manager.” 

He noisily invaded the private office of Mr. Thomas. 
The office manager scovvled at Bolan and said, “1 don”t 
think —” ? 

“Good, don”t think,” Bolan snapped him off, He 


: derked a thumb tovvard a massive steel door. “Get the 


vault open,” he commanded, 

The young man 8 face vvas shovving an inner conflict. 
“TPd like to see your, uh, identification,” he said. 

Bolan smiled suddenly, a vvarm reach of friendship. 
“Look, don”t be so nervous,” he said softly. “Plasky 
thinks these spot audits vvill keep you on your tocs. 
You have nothing to vvorry about, 1”m sure. Open the 
vault so vve can get this over vvith.” 

Thomas hesitatingly began vvorking the combination 
of the door İlock, then turned the big vvhcel and svvung 
the door open. 

“hust exactly vhat are you looking for?” Thomas 
vvanted to knovv. : 

“Come here and T)1I shovr you,” Bolan said. He 
pushed the other man inside the vault and slammed 
his head against the steel vvall. The young man”s legs 
rubberized and he slid to the floor. Bolan stripped the 
vault completely, stuffing curreney into the open case 
on the manager ”s desk and piling everything else on 
the floor. He slammed and locked the vault door, then 
touched his lighter to the pile of papers on the floor. 

He picked up the case of money and opened the 


 door. The girl vvas alrcady dashing past the private 


office. “Tell Plasky, thanks for the money. İt”1 come in 
handy,” he said to her. 


5 something”s gotta be done about that 
sonuvabitchl” Seymour snarled, “He”s running 
vvild, hog vvild, all over the damn place — burning, 
and killing, and stealing, and — and...” 

“Look vvho”s complaining,” Turrin commented 
bitterly. ? 

“Yes, T”m complainingl” Seymour roared., “He vvas 
your goddamn manl: Couldn”t you spot the son of a 
bitch for a phony vvithout having to get vvord dovvn 


“from upstairs? You creep, you bastard you — “ 


Nat Plasky stepped betvveen them, his arms vvaving 
vvildiy, “Stop itl Stop itl” he yelled. “Don”t you think 
this is vvhat the bastard vvants? He vvants us at cach 
other”s throats. Novv stop itl” 

Turrin vvent over to the bar, half-filled a tumbler 
vvith bourbon, added an ice cube, then carried it back 
to his chair, sipping glumly. “The trouble,” Turrin said 
presently, “is that you people don”t knovv this guy. 1 do. 
Tknovv him. And T”m shakin”. Believe me, I”m shakin”. 
This guy is a military machine, believe me. 1 had.a 
sergeant like him once, fust about like him. He scared 
mö, too. And so does Bolan. T”m telling you, this guy 
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At that moment the double doors vvere svvept open 
and four men entered, forming a sort of honor guard 
for an older man vvho vvalked in betvveen them. The 


— The four-man guard force deployed themselves about 
the room, one remaining in the open doorvvay. The 
 fifth, a man of about 60 vvith vvhite hair and a kindiy 
face, shook hands vvith the other three, his vvarm eyes 
— and firm grasp reassuring them. He took his place at 
— the hcad of the table. 

“VVell, novv, vvhat is going on, eh?” he asked mildly, 
his eyes shifting from Seymour to Plasky to Turrin and 
back to Seymour again. 

“IUs this nut, Bolan,” Seymour replied in a choked 
— voice. “The hit didn”t go off. 1 guess he got the drop on 
the tvvo boys from Philadelphia. Anyvvay, he got them 
 instead.” 


— calmly. 

 “VVell, novv he”s gone berserk,” Plasky put in. “He”s 
been making hits all over tovvn. He hit my operation 
— and vvalked avvay vvith the bag-drop — a quarter of a 
— million dollars.” 

“He burned dovvn my prize palace and terrorized my 
— vvife,” Turrin said, staring at his fingers. 

“He killed tvvo of my boys,” Seymour groused. 
Raised hell vvith my house, too.” 


 asked, raising his eyebroyvs. 


— had a sergeant once that — ” 

 “Tvventy years ago 1 vvould not sit at the same table 
— vvith such rabbits,” the old man said scathingly. “AlI 
right, listen to me. 1 have issued the open contract on 
— your Bolan. But you cannot rest behind that. Novv you 
have money, you have brains, you have povver, and 
— you arc Mafiosil Novv vvhy should Sergio care about 
this Bolan — eh? Is Bolan after Sergio? No. No. Bolan 
is after VValter, and Nathan, and Leopold. Eh? Bolan 
does not even knovr of Sergio. Right? Vust the same, 


ne for your necks. The Family carcs, you see. İust 
e that you are desefving of that care. Eh? 


of the room seemed to explode and fall apart. The 
ayed cra-ack of a high-povvered rifle galvanized the 
alyzed men at the table, the four of them taking to 
the floor bencath the table, their faces contorted vvith 


3 


“Yes, I knovv about that,” the vvhite-haired man said” 


“This”s no ordinary man,” Turrin said defensively. “1 


three men already present rose quickly to their feet. 


“Is this one soldier, or is this one army?” the man : 


Sergio has put one hundred thousand dollars on the : 


— At that instant the picture-vvindovv at the far side . 
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the fear of a personal doomsday. The distant explosions 
vvere rolling in unceasingly novv and the thvvack of 
big-caliber bullets plovving into floors and vvalls ə 
eloquently the story of cause and effect. 

The fusillade ended as abruptly as it had begun. 
Turrin raised his head and stared into the frightened 
eyes of the vvhite-haired Sergio. Plasky and Seymour 
vvere grunting vvith emotion. The four other men vvere 
strevvn about the large roöm in crumpled heaps. 

“He knovvs you novv, Father Sergio,” Turrin declared 

shakily. 
” The old lips curled back over dully gleaming teeth 
and a balled fist pounded impotently upon the floor. 
“Get himl” Sergio hissed. “Get this Bolanl You 
understand? Get this Bolanl” 


t vvas time to be moving on to another billet. The 

Executioner could not afford to spend too much time 
in any one spot. He had changed into night-fighter garb 
of dull black. The .32 caliber pistol had been replaced 
by a .A5 caliber U.S. Army automatic, strapped to his 
vvaist. He vvore black sneakers and a black beret. Itvvas 
tvventy minutes past tyvo P.M. He drove directly to Leo 
Turrin”s home, arriving there at a fevv minutes before 
three. Bolan left his car on a street behind the Turrin 
place, vaulted a fence, and cut across another piece 
of property to reach the Turrin rear approach. A dog - 
began barking several yards dovvn. Bolan climbed atop 
Turrin”s garage and lay on the dark side of the sloping 
roof. He pried loose a Spanish tile from the pcak of the 
garage roof and hurled it to the patiç belovv. İt struck a 
metal table vvith a loud clank. He pried off another tile 
and repeated the performance. 

He lay still, vvaited, and vvatched — and vvas 
revvarded. Turrin, in pağamas, vvas out in the yard, 
inching along in the Shadovvs of the house. Apparently 
he had come out the front door and vvas making a 
flanking movement around the side of the house. Bolan 
smiled appreciatively, and vvatched. Turrin vvas at the 
back corner novv, standing very still. Undoubtediy he 
vvas armed. They played the vvaiting game for several ” 
minutes, then something sailed across the patio and 
bounced against the side of the: garage. Bolan smiled. 
Same game, same rules, he thought. 

Bolan vvas- once again beginning to respect the 
Sicilian. At least he vvas out there, in the open, taking 
the battle to the enemy, not in there hiding vvith the 
vvomen and children. He moved into the open then and 
said, “Bolan?” in a soft voice, Silentiy Bolan slithered 


dovvn the sloping roof, dropped lightly to the ground, 
and stepped off tovvard the shadovvs of the house. He 
heard Turrin”s soft “Bolan?” once again, coming from 
the far back corner ofthe property. Bolan slipped inside 
the house and stood in the darkened entrance foyer, 
vvondering hövv much longer Turrin vvould vvander 
around out there in the yard. The vvait vvas not a long 
one. Turrin came in only a minute or so behind him. 

Bolan reached forvvard and placed the muzzle of the 
/45 at the base of Turrin”s head. “1 knevy it,” Turrin 
sighed, exhaling quickly. “I knevv you vvere there the 
momeantl turned that lock.” There vvas a brief silence, 
then: “You don”t vvant to shoot me, Bolan — not until 
vve”ve talked it over.” 

At that—instant an overhead light flashed into 
brilliance. Bolan reacted automatically, flinging 
himself sidevvays against the vvall, the .45 svvinging 
up and around, seeking a nevv threat. Torrin”s vvife 
stood several feet inside the living room, her face a 
terrified mask, one hand raised and stretched tovvard 
Bolan. Bolan”s .. vverc smarting under the sudden 
is vvhy he did not see the 
" şa hand. The 
aking seemed to bear 
lg, sönsations at his 
“iristinctively that 


e rieeded right noyv — 
T bon x and  blesdinş 


“ei he savv a 
buildings. 
rolled s 


range. An outside: a 
İoor, and a voman: 


: sounded as though she vvere vihispering, “Titty” titty.” 


The automobile glided past vvithin spitting distance 
of Bolan and stopped opposite the vvoman. She recoiled 
back tovvard her door and a man”s voice, from the 
driver”s vvindovv of the car, sang out briskly: “Police, 
lady. VVe”re looking for a man.” 

“VVell, ?m not looking for a 
laughing breathlessiy. “My cat 
and 1 thought T”d better bring he 

“Yes, ma”am — vvell, theft 
the arca.” 

The vvoman said somi 
laughed lightly, and ran tf 
at the policemen, then $ 
door. The porch light vi vent 
headlights of the policgi car flashed on arid it moved on 
dovvn the street. m ee alır oy x b. 

Bolan caught ne cat n ran to the building in a lovv 
crouch. The, cüt: sereeched and clayved at the Sereen, 
fighting to” İoose: itself from Bolan”s grasp. Almost 
immediately- the door cracked open. Bolan flung the 
screen döor aside and stepped in, thrusting? the cat əə 
. the ” of the: stunned Yomüğyə : 


lan,” si she ğarəplisd, 


oil 
20. 


İ leave if you insist.” 
vas İooking at him as though it vvere R too 
5 Her: eyes töök i in his vveird costume, 7 


ei 


er, ə 
the: couch, “uşa 
said. ” some 


disinfectant and a pair of oz İ ki 
“o e,” She moved svviftly into a a batıroom. He 

: sighed, and sank onto the couch.. ı 
“Do you live alo led out. 


Her head reappcare d"in the open bathroom doolay, 


 “Nope, Tabatha lives vvith me.” She vvrinkled her höse. 


7 old maids together, that”s us.” 
The vioman ha removed the scarf affair from her head 
bviously taken time to hastily brush out her 


I that she Yas a very pretty - vvoman, 
and: delicate viith lüminous eyes and a decidediy 
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intelligent face. 

She set a tray on:a coffee table and helped him vvith 
the blouse, “Is been bleeding a lot,” she observed. “1s 
the bullet still in there?” 


3 brought in. A pair of eyebrovv tvveezers stood upright 
in a small glass of colorless liquid. A roll of gauze, 
a box of bandages, and a large bottle of Merthiolate 
completed the assortment. 

“T m sterilizing the tvveezers in alcohol,” she told 
him. “ls that all right?” He nodded his head again and 
reached for the Merthiolate. “Do you expect me to take 
that bullet out?” she asked, 

“No,” he said. “T”ve done it before. 1 can do itagain.” 
She pushed him over flat and moved a pillovv beneath 
his head. “You”re not going to do this one,” she said 
firmiy. She picked up the tvveezers. “Novv hold still,” 
she said, betyveen clenched teeth. 


from the vvaist dovvn. Angelina Turrin, in revealing 
" green hip-buggers, vvas sitting” asfride him, pressing 
glövving soldering irorn into his” shiotilder. “You”re a 
- göddamn iron man, Sarge,” Leo said, fon somevvhere 
: d, € — and that”s.a, damn svveet little 
3 EL.” Bolan sad 
- calmly, “ust as soon as 1 vvake up.” 

He did ayvaken immediately, bright sunshine spilling 


: shoulder. A girl vvas standing at a vvindovv next to the 
bed doing something to the venetian blinds, her back 
to him. /et black hair cascaded onto delicately curved 
— and bare shoulders: she vvas dressed in a bra and a half- 
-slip, this fact causing her considerable embarrassment 
“yvhen she turned and savv that his eyes vvere open, She 


: billovvin garment, o - 
3 “You Te the cat lady,” ” he said groggily: 
R - She perched on the . of the bed and shoved a 


gether, the girl s 
the thermometer, sifdie 


“1 knovv vvho you are,” she told 


He nodded grimly, his eyes on the tray she had / 


Bolan yvas İying on a silk-draped lounge, naked” 


into his eyes and little fire demons dancing inside his “ 


: vibrantiy Tesponsive,. 


serious. . 

Macek Bolan had, for more than 48 hours, been a 
guest in the apartment of Valentina Querente. He had 
İcarned that she vvas a teacher of history at the local 
high school, that she vvas 26 years of age, single, that 
she appeared to be both virginal and vvorldly-vvise, 
easily embarrassed by the most innocent of things 
vvhile entirely at ease vvith some of the most sexually 
suggestive, They shared The same bed, vvith a rolled 
blanket separating them. Bolan practically naked in 
nothing but /ockey shorts, Valentina vvell-bundled 


“in a bulky govvn. Her hands moved freely upon him 


in an assistance to his avvkvvard attempts at dressing 
and undressing and he had observed her on several 
occasions in nothing more than panties and bra, yet 
their bodies had never touched, nor had their lips — 
not even their hands. 

Bolan ayvoke to his third morning “in the Querente 
bed vvith the lovely young vvoman seated beside him 
and peering into his face. “Hi,” he said. Her eyes 
shifted avvay from his in obvious embarrassment. 

“You alvvays vvake up and catch me staring at you,” 
she complained. 

“Have you ever been in love, Valentina?” Bolan 
asked softly. 

“TI think "m in love vvith you novv,” she replied. 

“God, Vall” he groaned. They fell fiercely into 
each other”s arms. Bolan ignored the tiny tvvinge at 
his shoulder and clasped her in tight enfoldment. Her 
face tilted to his, lips moistly parted, and her mouth 
grafted to his vvith consuming urgeney, the petite body 
melting into him in total surrender. His hands moved 
automatically to the vibrant breast and she tvvisted 
against him vvith a racking sob. She dragged her lips 
avvay from his and. moaned, “1 can”t help it, 5: I 
yust can”t help it.” ” 

VVithout a vvord he lifted her off her feet and carried 
her into the bedroom, she clinging to him and moaning 
breathless little sounds into hiş ear. He stood her up 
on the bed and undressed her, placing a moist kiss 
upon each of her hips and upon the delicately folded " 
— belly button. Her fingers curled into his hair and she 


his neck, mouth hungrily seeking his as she vvriggled 
against him.- She pulled avvay abruptly, vveakly 
gasping, “Oh, oh, oh.” His lips nuzzled into her throat 
and follovved the delicate contöurs onto firm little 
breasts: the nipples of vhich yyere stiffy: extended and 
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Bolan gently pushed her hands avvay and disrobed 
himself. She fell back onto the pillovv and lay very 
still, He settled himself. And so ended the lull for 
Executioner Bolan. 


t had been dark for several hours. The Executioner 

vvas in battle dress and ready for combat. His vvoman 
vvas clinging to him in a farevvell kiss. One of her 
hands dropped onto the holstered .45 at his vvaist and 
bounced hastily avvay. “Be careful,” she vvhispered. 
“Come back to me.” 

“P1I be back,” he assured her. “Maybe not tonight. 
Maybe not even tomorrovv. But P1I be back.” 

Bolan stopped at the first secluded public telephone 
on his route and made a call to Lieutenant Al 
VVeatherbee. “Its funny,” he told him, “every time 1 
call 1 find you there, no matter vvhen. VVhat are you — 
married to that iob?” 

“Bolan?” YVVeatherbee asked. “They ve - got 
commando teams of their ovvn novv. The first time 
you open up on them again, you”re going to get hit 
vvith everything short of the atom bomb. You had them 
reeling once, but they ve consolidated novv. The first 
offensive action that gives avvay your position vvill be 
your last one. You”re Şust lousing things up, like all 
amateurs are bound to do. You”ve come very close to 
destroying a five-year undercover operation vve”ve had 
going against this bunch.” 

There vvas a momentary silence, then: “You”ve got 
an undercover operation going?” 

“Of course vve have. VVhere do you think vve”ve been 
getting all this information I”nr passing to you?” 

Bolan broke the connection, returned to his” car, 
and sat quietly pondering the conversation vvith 
VVeatherbee. : 

VVeatherbec”s assessment of the situation had been 
an accurate one. The Mafiosi vvould be alert and ready 
this time, and undoubtedly vvith some tricky defensive 
tactics of their ovvn. Bolan”s next offensive action 
vvould undoubtedly be little more than a hopeless 
banzai attack — unless . . . Bolan grinned suddenly, 
started the engine, and moved out into no-man”s land. 
Superiority, he reminded himself, vvas not an item.Əf 
mere numbers. . 

He drove directly to the industrial district on the 
south edge of the city, then turned into a vvarehouse 
complex, vague memories stirring and fighting to the 
surface of mind. Several years earlier, Bolan had spent 
several vveeks on special assignment at onc of” these 


. vvarehousos, 1 Ba 0133 100 6: izi one... 


He located it casily, a lovv-slung, corrugated steel 
structure vvith a peculiarİy fiat roof, the novv-vveathered 
sign — SURPLUS EXPORTS, INC. — and the smaller 
decal: MDI — vvhich, Bolan recalled, vvere the initials 
for Munitions Distributors International. 

As a skilled armorer, Bolan had been assigned 
temporarily to assist in the cataloging and storing of 
a large shipment of surplus vveapons and ammunition 
vvhich had been sold to the firm by the Government, 
surpluses dating back to the Second VVorld VVar. He 
vvould be quite content to get his hands on three or 
four of these “obsolete” vveapons. 

Bolan left the car in the shadovvs of the freight dock 
and approached the building on foot. 

He disabled the alarm system, boldiy rolled open the 
door to the freight dock, loaded the hardvvare into his 
car, then vvent back inside and resecured the building, 
exiting the same vvay had had gained entry. As he vvas 
driving avvay, Bolan grinned and gunned up onto the 
highvvay. Step One, equalization, had gone off vvithout 
a hitch. A “smoke-out” mission vvas next on tap. 


”m telling you that madman is running vvild againl” 

Plasky iabbered, pushing on into Sergio”s bedroem. 
“He hit three of Leo”s places in less than an hour, and 
he killed four of the guards out at the Meadovvs. Leo is 
on his vvay out here novv, and he”s bringing VValt vvith 

“VVell, 1f”s vyhat vve have been vvaiting for, isn”t it?” 
Sergio replied, smiling calmly. “Novv simmer it dovvn 
and. get ahold of yourşelf. P1I tell you v/hat. You go 
dovvn to the council room and see that the stage is vvell 
set, eh?” 

The council table had been set, the chairs placed, and 
cach one vvas occupied by a dummy. Plasky smiled at 


the close attention to detail, readiusted an arm on one 


of the mannikins, and moved a vvine bottle closer to 
the dunrmy hand. 

He had to sec it again from outside. He hurried from 
the room and dovvn the curving stairvvay and onto the 
patio, then sat on the vvall and gazed up at the second- 
level vvindovv. Yeah, yeah, it vvas perfect, Tust perfect. 
The place looked alive, vvith a full council going on. 
Plasky grünted vvith satisfaction and paced about 
the flagstoned patio in hot anticipation of the little 
vvelcome The Family had in store for the sonuvabitch 
of the century. 3 

Licutenant.Al VVeatherbee of the Metropolitan Police 
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" sleepily gathered his thrmos ?ug and sandvviches 
— and headed tovvard the police garage vvith his young 
 sergeant, Tohn Pappas. “VVell, Yohnny,” he said tirediy, 
— “if our intelligence is good, tonight vvill be the night.” 


 tonight?” Pappas asked, grinning. 

“Yes, and don”t look so happy about it. He”s making 
— us look like monkeys too, you knovv. 

 “VVe”ll have a dozen cars in the general arca, cight of 
them assigned directly to us, the other four for backup 
as required. The sheriff is cooperating on this one, also. 
 He”s promised a minimum of ten men in the canyon, 
— on the county side, and possibly some mounted units. 1 
think vve”ll have him pretty vvell sevved up. If he shovvs, 
- and 1 think he vvill, 1 don”t see hovv he can possibly 
 slip avvay from us this time. Unless...” VVeatherbee 
 scratched his cheek thoughtfully and shovved his 


- the nevvsmen have been calling him.” 


ız Executioner had left his automobile at a 
İ carefully preselected spot in dense brush near 
the crest of a vvooded hill directly opposite the South 
b Hills home of Sergio Frenchi, and vvas making his fifth 
—trip from the car to his “drop” on the side of the hill. 
 “Execution Hill,” as he had come to dub the site, vvas 
— lafgely uninhabited, vvith only three or four residential 
lots on the entire rise of ground, and there vvere no 


He had selected a shallovv hollovv lying bencath 
İ outcropping of rock vvhich vvas angled about 
 thirty degrces casterly of, and roughly ten degrees 
above, the Frenchi estate, and vvell-screened behind 
“an overhanging droop of evergreens. He had run his 
trayectory calculations earlier, based on a range of five 
 hundred yards, estimated. Novv he had a GI rangefinder 
vvith vvhich to refinc those calculations, and he vvas 
surprised to learn that his estimate had been so close 
to reality. He applied the corrections for a 530-yard 
range, then consulted the graph he”d vvorked up for the 
arlin. He extended similar calculations for the other 


ier, devoted another fiftcen minutes to making 
is “setups,” then took time for a İeisurely cigarette, 


in the vicinity. 
— Vvcatherbee had told him that The Family vvas İying 
in vvait for his next assault. This could mcan nothing 


a planned counterattack, and it vvould have to 


“You say he knocked off three of their ?oints 


partner a vvry smile. “Unless he really is a ghost, like 


— buildings of any description on Bolan”s side of the hill. 7 


pons he had “commandeered” from the armory 


efully shielding the tiny glovv from any hostile eyes 


be a highly personal and concentrated one if it vvere 
to be effective. Bolan vvas not overly vvorried about 
their abilities in this regard, not unless the Mafia army 
had been recruited from combat-trained veterans of 
recent vvarfare. He had blackened his face and even 
the heavens seemed to be in his corner tonight, a 
nice broken layer of clouds keeping the night a black 
one most of the time. As he vvaited, stony and hardiy 
breathing, a match flared"a fevv yardS uphill from his 
position and Bolan vvent into motion vvith it, moving 
silently in a tight circle up the hillside, homing in on 
Yhe glovving tip of the cigarette. He came dovvn from 
above and to the rear, and to vvithin a matter of feet 
from the smoker. İt vvas a man alone, his back to Bolan, 
seated on a rock and hunched slightly forvard. Bolan 
unsheathed his knife, felt on the ground and found a 
rotted stick, and tossed it over the man”s head and a 
fevv yards dovvnhill. The stick hit a trec and the man”s 
body stiffened. 

“Hank?” he called softly. 

Then Bolan vvas upon him, one arm curled tightly 
into the throat, the knife moving in a svvift arc tovvard 
the rib cage: The body vvent limp, a rifle toppled and 
slid slovvly dovvn into the brush, and Bolan lovvered the 
suddeniy still form gently to the ground. He absently 
crushed out the lighted cigarette vvhich had fallen to the 
ground, then stepped quietly dovvn the hill, continuing 
the seek-and-destroy mission. 

Mounted police, crashing about on horseback dovvn 
belovv, did not particulariy trouble his mind, but he 
could allovv no enemy patrols on Execution Hill, 


ergio Frenchi vvas aman vvho loved a good 
scrap: this much vvas obvious. The old eyes vvere 
sparkling vvith the excitement of anticipation, and 
he seemed to infect the others vvith his enthusiasm. 
The entire area Family vvas present. İt vvas the 
first full-council, area-vvide, vvhich Leo Turrin had 
been privileged to attend. He yvas both amazed and 
impressed by the number and stature of those present. 
He moved alongside Nat Plasky and said, “1 don”t get ” 
it. VVhy bring everybody out at a time like this?” 
Sergio himself ansvvered the -question, as if on cuc, 
raising his arms to quiet the hubbub. “VVhen The 
Family is in trouble, The Family belongs together,” he 
intoned. 
“Novv there”s guns on the vvall dovvn here by the 
door,” Sergio vvas saying. “Most of you may not get a 
chance to shoot one off, but you better damn sure have 
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one in your hand vvhen you vvalk out the door. Dont 
movc around any out in the open, keep yourselves 
dovvn and don”t do anything stupid. VVe got the regular 
council room rigged so it looks like vve”re having a 
meeting up there. Don”t nobody shovv themselves until 
he starts banğing avvay, and even then don”t do any 
shooting unless you can see something to shoot at. For 
God”s sake, don”t shoot each other. 

He lectured them for another five minutes, then 
released them. They straggled out in groups of three 
and four, a fevv vvise-cracking about the pistols coming 
dovvn off the vvall. Turrin hung back, hoping to get in 
a fevv private vvords vvith Father Sergio. Plasky and 
. Seymour ?oined the exiting crovvd, Seymour glancing 
back impatiently at Turrin then going on vvithout him. 

Sergio took Turrin by the arm and said, “Is like old 
times, Leopold: 1 vvish your Uncle Agosto vvaş vvith 
us, eh?” ? 

“That”d be great,” Turrin agreed, smiling. “I,-uh, I 
been thinking — about that hill across the canyon. 1”d 
like to go over there and scout around.” 

“Oh?” The old eyebrovvs raised in high peaks. 
“You”d go out there, alone, to meet this in the dark? 
Eh?” 

“Yeah.” :Turrin shifted uncomfortably under the 
strong stare” 

“VVhat makes you so certain his attack vvill come 
from over there?” The tone of voice vvas plainly 
tcasing. 

“He thinks like a soldier. So do L” 

The old man laughed, and said, “You”re a good 
soldier, Leopold, and a göod Mafiosi. Sure, sure, you 
go over there and take this Bolan single-handed. 1 
believe you can.” 

Turrin vvas still not certain if the old man vvas taunting 
him or not, but he took the vvords as official sanction. 
He left him standing there and raced up the stairs to the 
main level and ran to the parking lot, extricated his car 
from the ?am, and tore out the drive in full acceleration. 

he Executioner kept his eye to the range finder 

and moved his vvatch close alongside and began 
a timing. Mark — the guy at the head of the table lifts 
an arm at the exact instant the third guy from the end 
İeans over . . . mark — three seconds, and somebody 
vvalks past in the background . . . mark — five seconds, 
and the arm comes dovvn, the other guy straightens , , 
. mark — three seconds, and a guy vvalks past”in the 
opposite direction . . . mark — five seconds, and , . , 


Bolan studied the shadov/-movements for a full five 
minutes, then grinned and moved on to other things. 
Pretty cute, he had to admit, pretty damn cute — but 
novv, vvherce really vvas the pack congregating? There 
vverc) very fevv lights shovving. Of this fevv, all vvere 
at the lovver levels, vvith the sole exception of the dim 
rectangle of light at the large vvindovv on level tvvo. 

He could make out one corner of the parking lot, and 
as he vvatched, a car moved rapidly through the narrovv 
vision-field allovved by the telescopic lens, he follovved 
it, savv the headlamps flare into brilliance, and the car 
careening along the drive. He vvondered about it, but 
only briefly, returning to the inspection of the house 
itself. He could see nothing yvhatever of the Toof, no 
more than a faint outline against the black. He svvung 
back to the ground level, and picked up the figure of 
a man standing on the patio, near a vvaist-level vvall, 
partly concealed in shadovvs. The man moved then, 
and rubbed something against one shoulder. A pistol 
— he vvas scratching his shoulder vvith the barrel of 
a pistol. Some idiot. VVhat did they have dovvn there 
— idiots? The range finder tracked along the vvall, 


, seeking ofher evidence of human habitation. A door 


flashed open, bright light spilling onto the flagstones 
for a split second, then vvas hastily closed. He held4he 
spot and savv the door open again, this time vvithout 
accompanying light, and tvvo men scurried out the door 
and ran up some steps at the corner of the building: 
Bolan grinned. They vvere learning — but too slovvly. 

He moved over to the long tubelike obyect positioned 
alongside the range finder, final-checked the azimuth 
calculations, and began the ten-second countdovvn. 
The tube belched and hissed and the proyectile roared 
dovvn the range. The Big Kill vvas on. 

“Yesus Christ1” Pappas yelped. “VVhat vvas that? 
VVhere”d it come from?” 

“Rocket of some kindl” VVeatherbee yelled. 

The streaking glovv had roared through the night 
air at dazzling speed, impacting on the lovver corner 
of the mansion in a thunderous explosion. All lights 
had vvinked out and only the dull, licking flames at 
the devastated corner vvere providing illumination. A 
man vvas screaming in obyious agony, and the excited, 
raised voices of other men could be heard calling to 
one another. k 

VVeatherbee and Pappas vvere on their feet outside 
the squad car at the perimeter of the property, looking 
dovvn on the house from about 300 feet. “VVhere”d the 
damn thing come from?” Pappas repeated excitedly. 


MEN"S ADVEMTUNE: QLİARTERİ.Y BOOK BONUS 


“Those hills over there,” VVeatherbee snapped. 
— “Hand me those binocularsl” 

“Think vve oughta go dovvn there, maybe give ”em 
— ahand?” 


"as they”d shoot Bolan. Besides, he isn”t finished vvith 
them, bet your ass on that.” 

— “Good Mary, Mother of GodIT” Plasky cried. 

“He”s bombing usl” 

“Shut up, shut up, and get your head dovvn, you 
— idiot” Seymour snapped. “F”Christ”s sake, that vvas 
 Yust the first shot” 

“Shot? Shot? You call that a shot? VVhere”s Sergio? 
 VVhat the hell is Sergio doing?” 

3 “Everybody keep dovvn and stay calm,” Sergio”s 
— voice intoned loudly, floating dovvn from the higher 
— level. “Did anybody see vvhere it came from?” 


“Outta the sky1” yelled one. 

“Th” south cornerİ” came daşar intelligible 
: response. 

“It came right outta th” moon,” “ooioq a voice close 
to Seymour. 

Sergio cried, “Keep your eyes open novv1 Look for 
a flash, anything, a bit of smoke, yust keep your eyes 
— openl” : 

ğ The Executioner vvas completing another countdovvn. 
He hit Zero and the flare gun at the same instant, then 


scope. Seconds later the, flare shell opened in the sky 
rectly above the Frenchi mansion and floated gentiy 
groundvvard in startling brilliance, lighting the area 
- like a personal sun. Bolan”s scope vvas already seeking 
the Frenchi roof vvhen the shell burst into brilliance, 
-a dazed, upturned face raised to the vvhite hot sun 
İoomed into the vision-field and Bolan”s educated 
 finger took spontaneous action. The big gun roared 
bucked against him, he fought it steady, hanging 
in y to the eyepiece and savr his target go dovvn, 


Tevv more degrecs left, another target, again a squeeze, 
and another, and another, and he had counted “off 
but five seconds. He laid dovvn the Marlin and bent 


roof vvas full of men, some still standing and staring 
stupidiy into the brilliance, others secmingİy frozen 
ith Surprise and fear, one vvas trying to support a 


“You outta your mind? They”d shoot us as quick “ 


A chorus of excited voices all tried to report at once. 


 smiled and picked up the Marlin, peering through the “ 


his eye to the range finder for a broader vievv. That . 


bloody and obviousiy dcad body: but most vverc at 
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İcast partially concealed behind the lovv parapet at the 
edge of the roof. Obviously nobody had spotted his 
muzzle-flashes: there vvas no return fire. 

“There”s four dead and one vvounded up here” an 
excited voice called dovvn. “Sergiol Sergio? VVhat do 
vve do?” 

“Hovv long do those damn things burn?” 

“Dovvn, dovvn, everybody keep dovvn and eyes 
openl” Tt:vvas Sergio, hulfing vvith excitement. “Petel 
Barneyl Start raking that hillsidel” 

The abrupt chatter of a machine gun broke the 


“deadening pall, then another, and nobody really cared 


if there vvere a target to shoot at or not. Tust the sound 
of firepovver, coming from their camp, vvas a comfort 
in itself. Then another light streaked in from the 
darkness. 

The rocket slammed into the roof vvith a heart- 
stopping thunder of sound and flame, Pust as the flarec 
burned out, dislodging men, stone, and mortar alike to 
rain onto the patio belovv. Screams of terror and groans 
ofagony rose up in its vvake, and then there vvas nothing 
but the frightening blackness of the night. A machine 
gun resumed its chatter, firing sporadically, but there 
vvas little cheer to its impotent message. Men vverc 
running blindly through the darkness. Mufiled curses, 
labored breathing, and exclamations of pain and horror 


told the story of untrained vvould-be combatants: and - 


still it vvas not the ending, but only the beginning. The 
vvalking explosions began then, in a pattern of terror 
that left no stone of the Frenchi mansion untouched 


or unshaken. And even the machine guns ceased their k 


useless chatter, and the exodus of The Family vvas in 
full svvay., 

“He”s shelling them ”d mortar fire,” VVeatherbec 
announced grimly. “My God, that must be sheer hell 
dovvn there.” 

“VVhere”d that guy get that kind of stuff?” Pappas 
vvondered, in an avved voice. 

“That”s not the point. The point is, he knovvs hovv to 
use it. Hell, this is full-scale vvarfarc. One-sided, yeah, 
but hell, this is the side 1 vvas feeling sorry for. Yesus 
ChristT” 

The vibrations of vvarfarc vvere being felt even from 
their vantage point, and a chunk of shrapnel vvhizzed 
into the door. of the squad car, missing Pappas by 
inches. “Hit-the-fuckin”-dirt,” he said calmiy, and fell 
to a prone position alongside the car. 

“1 think T”ve spotted him,” VVeatherbec deçlared. 


“Ncar the top of the hill, almost directly across from 


kı 
“ 


the house, You əmi anything Trom these morta: 
İaunchings, but if he shoots another of these rockets— 
vvell, iust keep your"eyes peeled thatavvay.” 

Then another flare lit up the sliy, and the sergeant 
shiclded his eyes from the” brillianec and pecred 
dutifully tovvard the distant hill. “VVhat a guy,” he said 
softly. “VVhat.a hell of a guy,” 

The hell of a guy vvas having troubling second 
thoughts of his ovvn. It had gone entirely too casily. 
The enemy vas in full rout and not one threat, not one, 
had come his vvay: Either he had grossly overestimated 
them, or-else . . . He put his eye to the Marlin”s scope 
and rapid-fired five rounds into an automobile that 
vvas svverving along the looping drivevvay. The car left 
ihc drive, curved about, and bounced back onto it-and 


toppled onto its side like a toy. then burst into flames. ” " fihder: skittered ava 


Another car, xvhich had been follovving elosely behind, 


.. 


2 


plovved into the vvreekage, and möments later there 
vvas.another explosion, The scenc revealed beneath the 
glare of the second flare vvas:a tribute to carnage and 
destruction, The housc vas all but levelled, tyyo of its 
vvalls standing grotesqucly in a pall of dustand smoke. 
Many of” the cars in the parking arca vere buried 
bencath debris: broken vvindovvs and damaged bodics 
others shovved the marks of concussion and fiying 
obf6ots: Human bodics vvere strevvn everyvvhere: 
TThey should have a big punch somevvhere,” Bolan 
murmured. “Sürely, surely.” He fired off another flare 
and began searchinğ the rubble through the range 
Yinder: then he heard a familiar sound, one he had 
not heard at such close range since Vietna: 
a chopper, a helicopter. and it vvas close, damn 
Cops? he vvondered. Or The Family”s big punch? 
Bolan hastily: selected a flare: vvith a short-time t 
fuse, reset the azimuth on the flare gun, and let it fiy. 
It flashed into brilliance almost immediately: lighting 
the sky at high altitude above the canyon floor and 
catching the chopper in bright illumination. It vvas so 
close that Bolan could see the pilot throvv a proteeting 
arm across his eyes, and the startled face of a vvhite- 
haired man shovved elearly in the svindovv. The settling 
flare also illuminated Bolan”s position, the chopper 
heeled rapidly over into darkness as Bolan reached for 
the Marlin. He could hear it svvooping close in a tight 
circle. then it edged back into the flare”s circle of light 
and began spitting fire at him from the rear deck as an 
automatic vveapon began unloading on him. The range 
ay, propelled by a steel-yacketed 
€ V. ” 


b, 


və i 


slug, and Bolan rolled avvay, fighting the Marlin to his 
shoulder, fighting also an impulse to fire from the hip. 
and then the: chopper vvas gone again. Bolan rolled 
over to a tree stump and sat placidly. vvaiting: sighting 
along the side of the scope tovvard the sound of the 
vvindmill. 

Suddenly it vvas back, heeling in from the other 
direction, and Bolan”s eye slid over onto the eyepiece 
and his trained finger vvaited for a target. A vvhite- 
maned head appeared in the vision-field, cicar enough 
for Bolan to read the bubbling excitement in the 
heavy-brovved eyes, and then his finger did its part, 
the big gun bucked, and the excitement vvent out of 
vvhite-head”s eyes as the chatter of the machinc gun 
once again took up the challenge: 


v 


. 


39) “Te Executio: 


T ““VVhö” he id you trfinğ to -” 


“I- can see himl” Pappas said excitediy. “They sec 
him too. Heyl They”ve got a machine gun in that 
chopperl” 

“Gimme 
commanded. 

“Here — hell — don”t eyen need glassest Hell — 
this is like the TV reports on the Vietnam fighting.” 

“This ain”t Vietnam, kiddo,” VVeatherbee murmured. 

“Hell, vyho”d knovv it?” 

“That son ofa bitch. Hovv about that son of a bitch?” 

The heavy era-ack ofthe Marlin came loud and clear 
above the other sounds, then the heavier staccato of the 
machinç gun, punctuated thrice more by the Marlin”s 
reply. The thump-vvhump of the vvhirling blades 

to take on a different sound and the helicopter 
-lurched and vvheeled erazily. plainly visible in the light 
from the still-möh flare: 

“VVell, Goddamı F believe he hit “em,” VVeatherbee 
breathed. 

.) “Damn right, that öhopper is fallingi” 
” VVeatherbee said flatiy, “has 


those damn glassesl” VVeatherbee 


come through.” 
The Executi vvould not have been so quick to 
ec vvith Liegfenant VVeatherbec”s assessment of the 


o, His shovider vvound had reopened and the blood 
5 s0a is Toft side. He vvatched the chopper 


— disappear into the trees, vvaifed för the explosion and 


grunted vvhen it came, then “mped back” over to his 
rop and fumbled about forğthe Tirsteaid” box? He"d 
one something to his ankle during tat final skirmish, 
and novv he could hear sounds above Nim, Somevyhere 
in the vvoods. 
Someone vvas coming dovvn the hil 
trying to be both quiet and quick, and t 
never meet, not in these vvoods. A rocç 
baseball vvas dislodged and came bi 
the slope to erash into a tree several fe 
Bolan stood. Moments later 
vievv, panting vvith exertion and 
his neck standing out plainiy above 
shirt. v 
“Bolan?” he called softiy. “Bolan, a 
Bolan shook his head sorrovfuily. “ 
learn, Leo?” he asked, stepping out frc 
trec, the .45 out and ready. 
“ğoddamn Im glad you”rc all right,” Tu 


e, obviousiy 


but dananit 1 couldn £ find you.” 


e 


tone clearly one of disgusted amazement. 

“Can 1 take off one shoe?” 

Bolan”s shoulder vvas beginning to burn maddeningiy. 
“Is that your last request?” he asked impatiently. 

“Yeah, yralı call it my last request. Can 1 take it 

off?” 

Turrin had the shoe off and vvas peeling out the 
insole. He vvithdrevv a small plasticized rectangle and 
proffered it to Bolan. “Look at this first, vvill you?” he 
asked quietly. 

Bolan studied the small card in the dış light of 
the flare, trying to keep one eye on his captive vvhile 
doing so. Then he chuckled and returned the card. 
“You knovv hovv close you”ve been to being a dead 
undercover-man?” he said. 

“Pve said so many prayers T”m about to get religion 
again,” Turrin replied, smiling broadly. 5 

“You not interested in arresting me?” Bolan asked 
vyhimsically. His fingers moved to the vvound and 
pressed hard against the compress. The .45 remained 
steady in the vveakening arm. 

“I have no Yhurisdiction on this side of the canyon,” 
Turrin said, still smiling.“God, did you unload on those 
bastardsl 1s there anything left for the lavv?” 

“TI doubt it,” Bolan said. Another fuoushi vvas 
forming in his mind. “About my sister, Leo . 

“Pm guilty,” Turrin said matter-of-factly. “İrs part 
of my cover, of course. God, 1 feel like hell about those 
kids, kids like your sister. 1 tried to make it casy on 
them — you knovv — steer them into good dates their 
first fevv times out, but — vvell — T”ve been a lot of 
years into this case, Sarge. Tlrere are more important 
things than individual hayvvire kids. 1 fust hope you 
can understand that.” 

“1 can understand it,” Bolan said tightly. “Okay. Get 
on back up the hill, and give my regards to the missus. 
Oh — by the vvay, Leo. These hot flashes T”ve been 
getting by vvay of VVeatherbee. They come from you?” 

Turrin nodded his head soberly. “And all the time 
you”ve been trying to toast my ass off.” 

“Hell, you should have əə vvord to me,” Bolan 
said grudgingly. 

“There”s fust one thing 1 hold against you, Sargg/” 
Turrin declared, his face going into a deep scovvl. “1 
guess T”1l never forgive you for tipping my vvife, Novv 
Tm going to have a vvorried female on my neck all the 
time, all the damn time.” 

“That”s the only kind to have,” Bolan said softiy, He 
vvas thinking of another vvorrier, and he did not like the 


- feel of his ovvn blood trickling dovvn his side. “Get on 


up the hill novv, 1 have to blovv this place.” 

Automobiles vvere racing around up topside on both 
sides of the canyon, and Bolan knevv that the police 
vvere closing in to seal off the area and to pick up the 
pieces. A horse vvhinnied off to Bolan”s right, and 
vvith a bravado born of bleeding desperation he called: 
“Over here. Heyl Over herel” 

He stepped into a flovvering bush and vvaited, and 
a moment later vvas revvarded by the appearancc of 
a vvalking man vvith a horse in tovv. Bolan smacked 
the .45 against the deputy”s head and seized the reins, 
hoisted himself aboard, and headed out across the 
canyon. 


he battle had ended, but not the vvar. Bolan killed 

the idea, not the system. He barely rippled t 
surface of the most povverful undervvorld organizati 
in existence. And he knevv that the full resources of the 
organization vvould be out to get him: But before səl 
did. 

VVith part of the stolen loot he botgir a car and 
headed for L.A. to a former Army surgeon vvho ovved 
his life to Bolan, He vvas a plastic surgeon novv. Bolan 
vvould find a nevv face on the VVest Coast. He”d also 
find a nevv branch of the 000000 vvith vvhich to 
carry on his vvar. 

He let the steady hum ofthe engine carry his thoughts 
avvay. 


VAR AGAINST THE MAFHA, Copyright € 1969 by 
Don Pendleton. Non-Exclusive Rights Granted by Linda 
Pendleton. 
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“The enemy thaf Bolan had to fight 
vvcis no longer on fhe baftleftelds 
of Viefnam buf righf here on our 
American soil, and ithaf enemy vvas 
the Mafia and their organized 
crime.” 


-- Linda Pendleton 


DƏ. Cul 


GUEST EDİTORİAL BY 
LINDA PENDLETON 


Don Pendleton vvas, like Mack Bolan, a man 
vvho could command himself, He vvas a true gentleman, 
compassionate and caring, a vvonderful and near- 
perfect blend of the vvarrior/lover. Don considered life 
to be a foyous adventure, living life vvith enthusiasm 
and excitement right up to the moment he died in 
October 1995. He ?oined the U.S. Navy on December 
7, 1942, five days before his 15th birthday. A self- 
educated man, he received his GED vvhile still in the 
Nayyıatathe end of VVorld VVar Tİ. That vvas the extent 
ducation. He vvas an avid reader from 
during the VVar, and later vvhen he 
iig: the Korcan Conflict, he read 
UN stated, “1 have served 
ard ship in vvar zones, 
l€ sanc during all that 
yas my access: ood library in 
, every book on İves, even 
ih gave me access to ki gönün 


” 


made fİie 
Department”s tö 
unsettling one of ass 
King, and Robert Kennedy, $ 
that had basically been ignored “if 
public spotlight by Robert Kennedy, t 
 Vietnam Vvar, civil unrest, a fight for social yus 
and flovver povver permeated the psychedelic 
Haight- “Ashbury: and Berkeley. It vas a chao ica 


halk statement: of his discomfort vvith 
s reactions to our soldiers vvho vvere 
mtry in. the yungles of Victnam and 


me: 
a sense, Bolan allovved Don the o) 
ome “vaya oldier”s voice yvith: his: 
”s ( "Don created) a 


The enemy that Bolan had to fight vvas no 
longer on the battlefields of Vietnam but right here on 
our American soil, and that enemy vvas the Mafia and 
their organized crime. 

His first book in the soon-to-be-successful 
best-selling series became knovvn as Action/ 
Adventure, a nevv literary genre, a term Don coined 
for his publisher to market his books. Don had vvritten 
several novels for Beeline/Pinnacle Books, a small 
publisher of soft porn and erotica. As they decided 
to use a nevv imprint, Pinnacle, and publish more 
“respectable” novels, for more than a year Don vvas 
Pinnacle”s only author. 

In the synopsis that Don presented for the first 
book, originally called “Duty Killer,” he vvrote, “Duty 
Killer is the story of 30-year-old MACK BOLAN, 
combat infantryman and ace Vietnam sniper, vvhose 
family is indirectly destroyed by the sinister influence 
of the Mafia. Bolan learns of the violent deaths 
of his father, mother, and young sister vvhile still 
on duty in Vietnam. He is rushed home to handle 


s burial arrangements and to provide for the care of his 


orphaned brother, 14-year-old /OHNNY BOLAN. The 
kid Pbrother, seriously vvounded in the same tragedy, 
tells Mark: that his father, harassed and intimidated 
by loan sharks, had learned that the Bolan girl, lövely 
17-year-qld Cin d been pressed into prostitution 
by imusele? . le loan: sharks, having been 
nvinced isə o ay to sa e her father”s life. 


“to outrageous verbal and physical öl 


The elder Bolan then vvent berserk and took his ovvn 
life after shooting his vvife and daughter and vvounding 
young /ohnny. This tragedy establishes the premise 
for Mack”s declaration of vvar against the forces of 
organized cerime in this country, after being told by 
police officials of the virtual impossibility of securing 
criminal indictments against the vvell organized and 
vvell-protected mob.” 

VVithin his Mack Bolan stories are strong values, 
vvith an underlying theme of a higher morality that 
Bolan follovvs. Don had vvritten vvithin the synopsis, 
“The philosophical tone involves Bolan first in a desire 
for revenge vvhich gradually evolves into idealistic 


... 
AU 


o, his quiet investigations convince him of the 
vvesomely dangerous povver exercised by organized 
rime.. He sees the Mafia as a national threat to equal 
"enemy emiy of his country, and his life becomes a 
ion of purpose and unending vvarfare.” 

— More than once, Don said about the 
dö novels, “My biggest (ob throughout 
vvriting the series vvas to keep faith vvith Bolan-that 
vyhat he is doing is right. 1 vvanted an enemy beyond 
redemption-an enemy that all civilized procedures had 
failed to put dovvn. The Mafia vvas ready-made. They 
embodied all the evils of mankind.” 

Pinnacle”s marketing and sales team vvere unsure 
of hovv to categorize the genre of the Executioner 
books. Don suggested the term action/adventure, 
vyhich became a nevv literary genre, and he became 
knovvn as the“father of Action/ Adventure.” Over time, 
Don”s coined term moved beyond the literary forms to 
film and television. It has also become knovvn as men”s 
adventure, although about 4076 of the Executioner 
readers have been vvomen. 

Atthe height of the Executioner”s success, several 
publishers, including his ovvn, attempted to ride on 
the coattails of Don Pendleton”s Executioner success. 
“Some succeeded.. Others did not. In many of those 
books, vvhat appeared to be missing vvere the essential 
elements that Don had so skillfully crafted vvith his 
fictional hero s presentation. 

The many “clones” of the Executioner in all 
media seem to miss the important story elements and 
credibility that are an integral part of Don”s vrriting. 
Many other action/adventure vvorks employ violence 
itself as the most integral story element—and has no 
real sense of humanity or even basic morality. 

T believe the readers of original Executioner 
novels recognize these stories” underlying themes—the 
essential humanity of the character—and that has kept 
rcaders coming back for more all these years. Fifty- 
tvvo years novv, and several generations of readers, 
and vve hope there vvill be more Mack Bolan to come. 
But for novv, Mack Bolan is not going anyvvhere. The 
original books, 1-15 and 17-38, are ebooks published 
by Open Road Media, Book 16 vvas not vvritten by 
Don and vvas published vvhile he vvas in a lavvsuit vvith 
Pinnacle. Don did not likc: the book because it vvas not 
vvell vritten, and never consil 6 ur of his series, 


reissued it in November 2018 in print and ebook. 

For the 50th Anniversary of V/r Against the 
Mafia, Vvvrote and published THE EXECUTIONER: 
DON PENDLETON”S CREATION OF MACK 
BOLAN, 1969 TO 2019. 

Although Don retired THE EXECUTIONER 
series vvith book 38 in 1980, he licensed his characters 
to Harlequin to create ongoing Executioner adventures, 
using their ovvn vvriters. Don auditioned the original 
author group. Michael Nevvton vvas one of the first 
vvriters and has carried on Don Pendleton”s legacy for 
all these yearsl Apparently, his vvriting has alyvays been 
closest to Don”s, and 1 so appreciate hovv he has stuck 

h it for hundreds of novels. Hess been invaluable to 


come to an end vvith the apparent last EXECUTTONER 
ebook published in December 2020. VVhen pub 

rights have fully reverted by March of 2022, 

to have a nevv interest in Mack Bolan. ğ 

His Mack Bolan, The Executioner theme is “İB 
Large,” and the RANDOM HOUSE HISTORICA 
DICTIONARY OF AMERICAN SLANG, VOLUME 
H (H-O) gives derivation credit for “live large” to Don 
Pendleton and his Executioner Series. 

VVe”re often asked about film rights. Hollyvvood 
first optioned ?7HE EXECUTIONER in 1970 and 
again in 1972. The VVriters Guild of America strikes 
had interfered tvvice in the films pre-production, the 
last time in 1988 vvhen Sylvester Stallone had the film 
option. That vvriters strike lasted for 153 days. But 
talks vvith various film producers have continued since, 
and one option lasted a year vvithout renevval, and 
tyvo or three others never moved beyond preliminary 
attorney-agent discussions. 

In 2009, vve agreed to a very promising film 
deal vvith the production company, Story Factory, and 


. by 2014, it looked as if it vvas moving forvvard vvith 
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But as it so often happens in the 
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BACKGROUND: Gil Cohen cover art for M.ACK BOLAN f$53: THE INVISIBLE ASSASSINS. OPPOSİTE 
Linda, Pendleton”s book on Don s creation of The Executioner. ABOVE (FROM TOP DOVVN) The Mack 
Bolan Convention in 1985 in San Francisco. Don signing autoğraphs at the convention. 1995: Artist 
Sandu Florea, vrith Linda, and Don promoting the release of THE EXECUTTIONEHR comic book 
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said, “then vanished in a puff of smoke.” And T alvvays 
hear my mother”?s vvords, “don”t count your chickens 
before they hatch.” Frustrating? Yes. The original 
books and the fans identifying vvith the heroism and 
essence of Mack Bolan is vvhy for fifty-tvvo years, 
the books have been sold and read internationally in 
numerous languages. Shouldn”t that be a basis for a 
good film or cable television shovv? And 1 repcat, 
vvhere is the vision? 

Over the years, Don”s agent vvas approached by 
comic publishers vvanting to do EXECUTTONER 
comics. Don vvasn”t interested and brushed it off as 
inconsequential, But in 1993, Don and 1 considered 
adapting the Executioner to comics. 

Don stated in the intervievv by comic publisher 
David Campiti: “Yes, there had been interest, but 1 
never felt 1 vvould have any meaningfül input into the 
process—and 1 yust did not feel comfortable giving 
carte-blanche access to the other outfits 1 knevv about. 
Not that any, in particular, are doing lousy vvork, but it 
is. a very dynamic industry, and 1 had neither the time 
nor inclination to get involved. To put it simpiy, 1 liked 
the deal offered by Innovation.” 

“T agreed to take on the vvriting chores vvith 
Linda at my side because David vvas having a problem 
finding vvriters 1 trusted, and 1 did not vvant to see the 
thing fall into the hopper. 1 had confidence in David, 
and 1 knevv that Linda had the vision. 1 sit in the 
background and kibitz, but her hands alone are riding 
the vvord processor. VVe are very fortunate to have the 
gifted artistic talents of Sandu Florea, as vvell as the 
rest of the team, and vve hope to have them vvith us all 
the vvay on the profect, Sandu is a fevvel and a delight 
to vvork vvith.” 

Linda: “Adapting the Executioner to comics vvas 
a lot of fun, and a real challenge. Don and 1 vveren”t 
married vvhen Mack Bolan vvas “born,” but 1 love the 
character. Bolan has such depth, and vvhen you see 
the vvorld through his eyes, the acts of violence are 
necessary and the right action.” 

VVe vvere lucky to vvork vvith a fine comic book 
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artist, Sandu Florea. Novv, years later, I look back at 
our $cripting of V/AR AGAINST THE MAFHA vvith 
such fond memories. It vvas another adventure for Don 
and me, a time of laughter along vvith the hard vvork. 

Don”s vvriting is very visual, fast-moving, 
sometimes like a fast-moving rocket, and it does take 
some vvork to cut a 200-page action-filled novel dovvn 
to a four-part comic. 1 chuckle vvhen 1 think about the 
dravvings of my stick figufes that 1 vvould send to Sandu 
along vvith our script. Sometimes 1 had a vision for the 
panels, and Sandu alvvays came through incorporating 
"my vision onto the comic page vvith his great penciling. 
Sandu Florea vvas also able to perfectly capture Mack 
Bolan in his artistic renderings, much the same vvay 
that artist Gil Cohen had alvvays done for the covers of 
THE EXECUTTONER novels. Cover art for part one 
vvas by Toe Pimentel. 

The only sad and disappointing thing about the 
VAR AGAINST THE MAFTA Comic is that Part 
Four, vvhich vve had all completed, vvas never published 
because Innovation Comics vvent bankrupt. That vvas 
such a shame. 

In 1992, Don Pendleton vvas given Diamond 
Comic Distributors Gem MAvvards for Lifetime 
Achievement. 

After Don”s death, 1 decided to publish a comic 
of the second EXECUTTONER novel, DEATH 
SQUAD. 1 adapted and seripted and vvorked again 
vvith artist Sandu Florea. DON PENDLETON”S THE 
EXECUTIONER: DEATH SQUAD, a 128-page 
graphic novel in black and vvhite, :vvas published by 
Vivid Comics in 1996, Color Cover art by Ray Lago. 

Don Pendleton vvas often asked about Mack 
Bolan”s VVar VVagon and the VVar Tournal by his readers 
or intervievvers, and 1 also have received questions 
about it. Often those questions have been from those 
yvho knovv of THE PUNISHER Comics and the 
somevvhat similar storyline that The Punisher took in 
the late seventies and beyond. - 

Of course, Don created his Macek Bolan character 
and his “signature pieces” in his EXECUTTONER : 
novels long before The Punisher found his vvay into 
Comics in 1974 vvith the debut of the character in a 
SPIDERMAN Marvel Comic, 

In 1993, Don Pendleton vvas intervievved by 
Advance Comics” /ames EHisele and the intervievv 
vvas published in their Tuly 1993 issue, 

Pendleton had this to say about The Punisher: 
“Let”s fust say The Punisher has taken a 1ot of liberties 
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vvith my vvork. Anyone vvho knovvs the history of The 
Executioner has knovvn that all along. 1 elected many 
years ago to fust let it pass, feeling that there is room for 
both ofus in this industry. Of course, nevv Executioner 
readers may get the impression that 1 have “borrovved” 
from The Punisher, but let me set the record straight: 
VAAR AGAINST THE MAFİA debuted in 1968, and 
has been a flagship of action/adventure in all mediums 
throughout these years. Sad to say, my ovvn publisher 
at Pinnacle began the trend, firing off invitations to 


blication. The vvay this business 
“very other mafor publisher yumped 
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OPPOSITE: Sketches of The H utioner”s TVar YVagon, from THE EXECUTTIONER"S VVAR 
ü BOOK(1977). BACKGROUND: Git ( ən cover art for EXECUTIONER 942:THETRANIAN 
HIT(1982). 
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spiritual theme. VVhat some rs. Of his to: may : 
not realize is that his fiction also has mei ical "a, 
flavor, My late husband vvas a —- 

and a deep thinker. He considered his Execütioner 

books to be a stud the metaphysics of violence. 
In other vvords, the”Teasons for violence. VVhat he 
brought to the page vvith his Mack Bolan character vvas 

a truly heroic figure and a man vvith a deep spiritual 
commitment. Despite the violence in the the 
essence of Bolan is a dedicated man of strong möral 
fiber and high ideals. The books are stories of good 
versus evil, vvith Bolan, of course, representing the 
good, : 
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About Linda Pendleton: 


Linda Pendleton has vvritten in a variety of 
genres: mystery novels, nonfiction, poetry, 
articles, comic scripting, and screenplays. 
She co-authored books vvith her late 
husband, Don Pendleton, including the 
popular nonfiction books, TO DANCE VVITH 
ANGELS and VV/HISPERS FROM THE 
SOUL, and in fiction, they vvrote the crime 
novel ROULETTE, THE SEARCH FOR THE 
SUNRISEKILLER,and THEEXECUTIONER: 
V/AR AGAINST THE MAFIA Comic. 
Linda”s fiction includes her CATHERINE 
V/INTER PRIVATE EYE Series, DEADLY 
- FLARE-UP, A RİCHARD MCCORD 
” PRIVATE EYE novel, THE BOLD TRAIL, 
A SAMUEL GARRISON VVESTERN, and 
THE EXECUTIONER: DEATH SQUAD 
omic. Linda has a daughter and son, four 
ahidchildren, five great-granddaughters, 
a Ragdoll cat, Max. aliyə: isadi İ 
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“PXECUTİÜNER” MACK BÜLAN HAD A PLAN THAT MÜULİ VİRE 
THESYNDİLATEİNUNE BUL STRÜKE. BUTFİRST HEHAD TÜ SHÜÜT 
HIS I1AV QUT 0F AN ESTAPE-PRİUF AMBUSH. bə 


F all the grim specialties developed by U.S. Bolan”s grief turned to vhite-hot fury, and 
fighting men in Victnam, Mack Bolan had fallen he declared all-out vvarfare on the Big Mob - 


heir to the most ruthless and cold-blooded fob of entrenchments of his hometovvn, the Eastern city 

all. Sergcant Bolan vvas a sharpshooter, a nerveless of Pittsficld. Unhampered by the usual restrictions 
perfectionist, and a man vvho could certainly command imposed on:legal authorities, Bolan carried yungle- 
himself. He quickly became the most. renovvned —yvarfare concepis directly to the enemy, and The 
sniper of the combat zones. His many kills and daring Executioner”s Battle of Pittsfield became an American 
methodology had carned for him the unofficial title legend overnight. Single handedly he smoked out 
of The Executioner. And then Mack Bolan had been the gangland principals and executed them in a 
summoned home on an emergeney furlough to bury daring”serics of encounters. “1 am not their füdge.” 
his father, his mother, and his teenage sister — victims — Bolan declared: “1 am their fudgment — 1 am their 
of violent death. Bolan learned that the international executionerl” l 


erime syndicate had indirectİy figured into the But he vvas definitely outside the lavv. Though many 
tragedies. officials secretly applauded the executioner”s actions, 


he vvas officially charged vvith multiple counts of:.. 
murder, arson,. intimidation, and miscellaneous 
mayhem. And to the executioner s certain knovvledge, 
he had found no victory at Pittsfield. He had become 
a man marked for death, sought by every lavv 
enforcement “agency in the nation and vvith every 
resource of the vvorldvvide Big Mob “organization 
geared to his destruction. Bolan left Pittsfield vvith 
the feeling that he vvas setting out on his last mile — 
but he vvas determined to stretch that final mile to its 
highest yield, to fight the vvar to its last gasp. Mack 
Bolan”s last mile vvas going to be a bloody one. The 
Executioner vvould live life to the very end. 

But for novv Mack Bolan had to flee and seek refuge. 
The trailing-Big Mob dogs vverc at his heels. He could 
practically smell them. And not far behind vvere the 
police dogs, vvho vvere determined to put him in the 
clink and put an end to his private vvar. 

Yes, Mack Bolan, alias the Executioner vvas seeking 
refuge, and he knevv exactly vvhere to find it — in 
the home of his ex-Vietnam buddy, George Zitka, in 
California. 


HE Executioner arrived in San Pedro on the 

evening of September 20 vvithout fanfare or prior 
announcemtnt. A hot little sports car cased through the 
arched gatevvay and along the parking ramp of a flashy 
apartment complex and came to rest in an open spot 
opposite the oval-shaped svvimming pool. A tall man 
vvearing dark glasses unvvound from the small vehicle 
and stepped out onto the multicolored flagstones, coolly 
surveyed the svvinging scenc at the poolside, then set 
off across the patio and through the near-nude svvarm 
of life encamped there. Blazing lights provided glaring 
illumination in the darkness. Several hi-fis vvere going 
full blast in a cacophony of mod sounds, but not even 
the electronic amplifications could overcome the noise 
level of scores of energetic voices raised in breathless 
chatter and excited irevelry. 
atop the shoulders of tvvo bronzed youths out at pool 
center: a shriekingly amused girl vvas trying to hand a 
tall glass up to her. Bolan grinned to himself and shoek 
his head against the frantic din, halting momentarily to 
consult a building directory at the base of the outside 
stairvvay. A dazzling beauty in a flesh-colored bikini 
came dovvn the stairs, carefully balancing a tray of 
drinks. Bolan stood aside to let her pass, instead, she 
pushed the tray tovvard him. His right hand ierked 


: instinctively tovvards the opening in his coat, then 


froze in relaxed constraint as the near nudie giggled 
and said, “Name your numbness, baby.” 

Bolan smiled, “Fm not in the buy” he told her. 
“Thanks ust the same,” 

“This”s no party. This”s a vvay of life.” Her voice vvas 
slurred in alcoholic realization. “Get into something 
revcaling and come on dovvn.” She giggled again and 
vvent on her vvay, hips svvayingiin the certain knovvledge 
that her departure vvas being appreciatively vvatched. 

Bolan vvent on up the stairs, paused at the first landing 
to gaze dovvn oh the svvinging scene belovv, then 
continued slovvly to the third level. Each apartment 
opened onto the courtyard: the level-three porch vvas 
deserted. Doors along Bolan”s route of travel stood 
open, as though the entire building housed one big, 
svvinging family. İt seemed probable that most of the 
tenants vvere at the poolside. The noise from belövv 
seemed to amplify as it rose tovvard the higher levels. 
Bolan vvondered vaguely hovv anybody could live in 
such a racket, 

He found the door he sought, 1005: closed, 
and pressçd the announcer. A peephole opened almost 
immediately, and an eye glared out at him. 

“Yeah?” a muffled voice said. 

“George Zitka,” the tall man replied. “He live here?” 

“That”s the name on the door, isn”t it?” 

“1 don”t believe everything 1 read.” Bolan removed 
his sunglasses and dropped them into a coat pocket, 
the hand remaining to hover near the opening in the 
coat. “Is that you, Zitter?” 

“Yeah.” The peephole closed quickly, and the door 
cracked open. Bolan cast a quick glance right and left, 
then launched his 200-plus pounds into a vicious kick 
against the partially open door, follovving through vvith 


a rolling tumble into the darkened apartment. 


Several handguns unloaded in rapid fire, the muzzle 
flashes triangulating along his route of entry. Bolan”s 
ovvn vveapon found his hand even as he vvas tvvisting 
across the floor, and a nevv sound vvas added to the 
gunfire symphony..A grunt and a thud near the open 
doorvvay announced the results of the first retort, 
and already the second and third vvords vvere being 
introduced into the reply. Then there vvas silence, 
except for a sighing groan off to one corner of the 
room. 

“Zitter?” Bolan called out softly. 

“Zitter,” came an immediate Tepiy. “That you 
Mack?” 
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“I”s me.” Bolan vvas Tolling slovvly as he spoke, 
“you okay, Zit?” : 

“Yeah. There”s three of “em. You get all three?” 

“Check — three,” Bolan replied. He sighed and got 


to his feet, returned to the door and found the light ” 


svvitch, then closed the door and tumed on the lights. 

Three men vvere lying about the small room like 
grotesque statues of death. Zitka sat in a corner on the 
floor, ropes binding his vvrists and ankles. A young 
girl in a bikini sat next to him in the same condition. 
Bolan produced a pocket knife and cut the ropes. “You 
should have told your buddies the passvvord,” he said, 
grinning. 

“Buddies helll” Zitka muttered. 

“VVhat”d you let them tie you up for?” 

Zitka grovvled an unintelligible response and reached 
for a pack of cigarettes on a nearby table, A dark man, 


heavily built, he moved vvith surprising grace. He vvas 


dressed only in a svvimsuit. 

Turning to the girl, Zitka said, “O.K., baby, beat itl 
: One vvord out of you and you”ll get the same.” The girl 
ran out the apartment vvith her yav/ hanging open. 

Bolan had moved to one of the dead and vvas busily 
searching pockets and laying the contents out for 
inspection. “Hovv”d you knovv they vveren”t cops?” he 
asked off-handedly. 6 

“Cops don”t slap you around and tie you up like a 
 turkey,” Zitka grovvled. 
 Bolan nodded. “They”re Mob boys,” he reported. 

“These bastards ain”t playing games, Mack.” 

Bolan smiled and said, “VVeren”t much of a match 
for a couple of old iungle fighters, vvere they?” As he 
— looked dovvn at the dead men, Bolan added, “Poor 
bastards could have knovvn T”d remember your voice. 
— Should have let you ansvver the door.” 

, “Yeah,” Zitka agreed, 

“Hovv long they been encamped, Zit?” R 

“The big guy there has been hanging around a coupla 
— days. 1 knevv he vvas reconning. 1 figured they had a 
phone tap on me. The TV and papers here vvere full of 


your private little vvar, T had the setup figured, all right. 


— You”re the last guy on earth 1 expected to shovv up 
- here. You shoulda stayed clear. You really should”ve.” 
Bolan”s smile became a dark scovvl, “I couldn”t stay 


clear, Zit,” he replied. “The bastards have backtracked , 


my entire life. 1 found stakeouts every place 1 vvent. 
They vvere vvaiting for me in Omaha, in Denver, at 
Gordon”s place up in Evergreen, at Vegas — and nov 
— here. It”s getting to be too damn mügh, Zit, Dammit, 1 


) 
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need . . .” His voitce trailed off, and he raised baffled 
eyes to his friend. 

“VVhat you need, buddy, is a miracle,” Zitka 
declared. His eyes dropped. “And vvhat 1 need is to get 
this garbage the hell out of here.” 


HEY shook hands solemnly, then stood quietly 
surveying the latest carnage of The Executioner”s 
vvar, Bolan kicked lightly öta dead foot, “Don”tsuppose 
anybody”s tumbled to the gunfire yet,” he murmured. 
“Not vvith all the other racket around here. VVhat kind 
“of ?oint is this, Zit? Does this noise go on all the time?” 
“Dust about.” Zitka smiled, “Places like this are the 
nevv scene, Mack. Residence club, it”s called — for 
svvinging singles only. 1 had to lie about my age to get 
this apartment. VVould you believe T”m in the older 
generation?” 

Bolan chuckled., “The guys over in “Nam don”treally 
knovv vvhat they”re fighting for, do they? VVell . . .Tim 
driving a “Vette. It makes a lousy garbage truck. VVhat 
kind of car do you have?” 

“II serve as a garbage scovv,” Zitka replied. “The 
only vvay outta here, though, is out through the patio. 
VVe”ll have to lug them right through the svvingers.” 

“From vvhat T savv, it vvouldn”t be too startling a 
sight,” Bolan said musingly. “VVell, let”s give it a try. 
You lead the vvay.” 


Zitka picked up a keycase from a corner table, then 


carefully positioned a body on the floor and hcaved 
it onto his shoulder. Bolan svvung on aboard in a 
fireman”s carry and follovved Zitka onto the porch and 


dovvn the stairvvay. He found it vveirdiy incredible that 


such a short time had elapsed since he had climbed 
those stairs. The revelries at the poolside seemed 
unchanged, except that novv the blonde go-going in the 
pool had been ioined by several others, they seemed 
to have some sort of contest going. Someone shouted 
a greeting to Zitka, and a playful couple nearly spilled 
Bolan and his corpse into the pool. Othervvise, they 
vvere totally ignored. Bolan paused alongside a table to 
reposition his load. He smiled at a gargantuan-chested 
cutie in a technically topless svvimsuit, lifted her glass 
to his lips and tasted it, then thanked her and vvent on. 
He found Zitka stuffing a body into the rear seat of 
a latemodel Dodge and added his ovvn burden to the 
Tepository. 

Zitka vvas huffing vvith exertion and complaining 
about his feet and the rough pavement, “One to go,” 
Bolan declared. He vvas pushing at a protruding foot 


and trying to close the car door. E 

“Let me get him,” Zitka said. “1 need to get into some 
clothes anyvvay. T”1l make it fast.” He hurried back 
tovvard the patio. Bolan vvalked over to his Corvette, 
took a handful of ammo from the glove compartment, 
and dropped it into his coat pocket. Then he returned 
to the Dodge, reloaded his vveapon, lit a cigarette, and 
vvaited. The cigarette vvas less than half-gone vvhen 
Zitka reappeared, dressed in yeans, a knit shirt, and 
deck shoes and carrying the third gunman. 

A car svvept up the drive at that precise instant, 
catching Zitka in the full glare of the headlights. It 
halted vvith a lurching bounce, as though the driver 
had filoorboarded the brake pedal: doors on cach side 
vvere flung-open, and a flurry of human activity erupted 
around the vehicle. Yungle instincts moved Bolan into 
a flying dive across the Dodge hust as the chatter of an 
automatic vveapon laced the night air above the sounds 
of patio revelry. Bullets vvere zipping into the Dodge in 
a full svvcep from bumper to bumper. İn the periphery 
of his vision, Bolan noted that the dead gunman vvho 
had been on Zitka”s shoulder vvas novv İying across the 
trunk of a parked automobile, Zitka himself vvas not 
in sight. Bolan”s .32 vvas in his hand, but it seemed 
small comfert in the face of the burpgun that vvas 
methodicalİy spraying the area about him. He rolled 
and cravvled along the line of parked cars until he vvas 
directly opposite the attacking vehicle. 

Another chattergun had ?oined the action, one on 
either side of the car novv, and the fire vvas still being 
directed in the general direction of the Dodge. A pistol 
cracked from somevvhere dovvmrange, then again: both 
headlamps of the enemy car shattered, and the lights 
vvent out. One ofthe gunmen yelled a muffled vvarning, 
and one of the automatics began spraying the car upon 
vvhich Zitka had dumped the body. 

Bolan smiled grimly: Zit vvas in the action — he 
had anticipated Bolan”s movement and vvas providing 
diversionary fire. The gas tank of the latest target 
exploded in a spectacular fireball. An unfamiliar voice 
cried, “Goddammitl Lookit thatl” Bolan ferked to his 
feet yust as a nattily dressed man pounded around the 
line of cars, his .32 arced up and exploded, and te 
man hit the pavement and slid grotesquely into a fetal 
ball. 

One does not plan each successive step of a firefight. 
Actions in vvarfare proceed from the instincts, not from 
the intellect, and Bolan”s first shot, at such proximity 
to the enemy, of necessity becamc a fusillade, Diving 


- and shooting, rolling and shooting, eyes ever on the 


enemy — these are the dictates of effective vvarfare at 
eyeball range, and The Executioner knevv them vvell. 
One chattergun vvas silenced by his third shot. The 
other gunman had spun to the rear of the vehicle and 
vvas frantically trying to bring the spraying track onto 
Bolan”s furious advance. There vvas not time. Bolan”s 
fifth shot tore into the gun arm: the sixth impacted 
squarely on the bridge of the nose even before the 
heavy vveapon could fall to the ground, and man and 
chatterer vvent to carth together. 

Another man scampered around the front fender ofthe 
vehicle, firing vvildly vvith a pistol, the bullets singing 
past Bolan and ricocheting into automobiles behind - 
him. Bolan”s .32 vvas empty. He vvent into motion, 
İcaping tovvard cover, yust as Zitka stepped into the 
open, pistol raised to shoulder level, and popped tvvo 
shots into the other man”s chest. Silence descended. 
Even the patio vvas quiet. The burning automobile vvas 
lending an eerie quality to the silence. A gradually 
grovving babble of excitement vvas beginning to issuc 
from the patio area. 

Zitka had run over to the Dodge and vvas dragging 
the dead bodies out onto the pavement. Bolan moved 
svviftly to the Corvette, started it and svvung tovvard 
the Dodge, slovving dovvn for Zitka to yump in, then 
gunned dovvn the ramp and onto the street. Zitka 
relaxed into the backrest. “Got that garbage to hell out 
of my car,” he panted. 

“Let the cops figure it,” Bolan clipped. He vvas 
heading vvest, moments later they intersected the coast 
higbvvay and svvung southvvard. 


MER your plans?” Zitka broke the silence. 
“1 thought Pd look up lim Brantzen.” 

“Doc Brantzen?” 

“Yeah. He”s out novv and in civilian practice. 
Cosmetic surgery, he calls it. Remember that raid at 
Dak To? He"s alvvays figured he ovves me something 
for that. 1 figure maybe T”II see if he still feels that 
vvay.” vi 
“Gonna get your face changed, eh?” 

Bolan grinned. “I hate to part vvith it, but 1 guess it”s 
the only thing to do. I can”t go on yumping at every 
shadovv that rears up in my path.” 

“So you”re running from the Big Mob.” 

“1 didn”t say that. 1 ust need a camouflage /ob, that”s 
all, m not calling off the vvar.” 3 

Zitka sighed again. “In that case, then — are 
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enlistments open?” 

Bolan threvv him.a fast serutiny. “You vvant to ?oin 
up?” 

“I guess 1 already have.” 


for sure. For damn sure.” 

“I been thinking, too,” Zitka announced. 

“About vhat?” 

“You figure the Mob is in a fat-cat position around 
here?” 

“I figure that.” ,, 

“You figure 1 could be of any use to you?” 

Bolan snickered. “VVhispering Death Zitka? Hey, 
buddy, T”ve been there, remember? Quang So, Hvva 
Tring, Chak Dong — yeah, 1 figure you could be of 
some use.” 

“You need some reinforcements, Mack.” 

“Yeah, 1 buy that.” 


İrom Vietnam and find it hard blending back into the 
” tedium of civilian life. Like me. And like Boom-Boom 
Hoffovver.” 

Bolan raised his eyebrovvs and flashed a sidevvise 
glance at his companion. “You”ve been in touch vvith 
Boom-Boom?” 

“Yeah, he”s dying of boredom. His vvife run off vit 
some actor, and he didn”t even get excited about that. 


— Mack — yust sitting around bored to death.” 
— “Are you saying 1 could get some troops like Boom- 
Boom to ?oin my vvar?” Bolan asked quietly. 

“If you made it interesting enough.” 

“Mercenaries,” Bolan said. 
 “Sure. VVhy not? You”re fighting a bunch of 
 mercenarics, aren”t you? Fight fire vvith fire. 1 imagine 


 Hovv much did you pay for this little bomb?” 

“It. can be profitable,” Bolan assured him, “The Mob 

— transacts a lot of cash business. There”s alvvays a pile 

of green vvherever they may be, "ve had "ə hands in 
it.” 


do it ust for the hell of it. But like any game, it"s more 
interesting vvith some cash on the table, And think of 


 odds, Mack. 1 bet vve could get — “ 

“Okay, Tm thinking about it,” Bolan snapped. “Be 
quiet ov and let me think.” 

“So think,” Zitka grovvled. 


“VVell, 1 been thinking. Lot of guys come back” 


“Yeah. 1 guess you have. You”İl be on their list novv ” 


Best damn demolition man this side of the China Sea, 


— you could figure some vvay to make this vvar profitable. 


“VVell, there you are,” Zitka said, ağılı “Me, r d i 


— vvhat a troop of yungle professionals could add to your . 
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Bolan smiled and drove on in silence. Zitka sighed 
several times and drummed his fingers on the seat. 
Bolan vvas coming to a fateful decision. Presently he 
lit a cigarette, slovvly exhaled the smoke, and said, 
“Okay. ” 

“Okay vvhat? “ Zitka sniffed. 

“Ten ofus. That”s all. Tight, effective, mobile — and 
every man a specialist. At least tyyo more sharpshooters. 
Tvvo scoüts, as good as yöu. Boom-Böom or an equal. 
Tvvo heavy-vveapons men. A good technician. That”s 
it.” 


” “Ten isn”t very many,” Zitka complained. 
, “İt”s enough. 1 don”t vvyant a damn army. A squad. A 


death squad, that”s it.” 

Bolan nodded curtly. “The name of the game vvill be 
Hit the Big Mob. VVe”ll hit them so fast, so often, and 
from so many directions they”ll think hell fell in on 
them: VVe steal “em blind, see. VVe kill and vve terrorize 
and vve take every goddamned thing they have — and 
then vve”ll see hovv povverful and vvell organized they 
are.” 

Zitka shot his friend an. appraising stare. A nerve 
ticked in his cheek, and a small thrill chased dovvn his 
spine. It seemed ridiculous, but he felt a flicker of pity 
for the Mob. He had vvorked vvith The Executioner 
before, many times, in the fungles of Vietnam. Novv 
the yungles vvere moving to organized-crime land. 

“VVell, vyhat do you say?” Bolan asked. 

“1 say, on to the games, /amcs,” Zitka replied quietly. 
“Turn this bomb around. T”1l shovv .. hovv to get to 
Boom-Boom.” 

Bolan svvung into a roadside ki and back onto the 
highvvay, reversing his direction. His foot grevv heavy 
on the accelerator. “The game is on,” he murmured. 

Beginning vvith Boom-Boom Hoffovver, the “Death 
Squad” vvas born. Mack Bolan and George: Zitka 
traced their ex-Vietnam buddics, the best of the yungle 
fighters, to form the most efficient, destructive army 
ever assembled for guerrilla vvarfare. Except that this 
deadly army vvill not vvreak havoc in the fungle, but in 
the streets of America. 

Bill (Boom-Boom) Hoffovver, the demolitions 
expert, vvas pulled avvay from a five-day drunk, 
sobered up, and recruited vvith a tvyo-minute pitch. The 
tvventy-sixyear-old ex-Quaker from Pennsylvania, a 
blonde and blue-eyed six footer, found the proposition 
immediately intriguing. 

Bolan vvas impressed vvith Hoffovver”s knovvhovv and 
vvas, of course, cognizant of the demolition expert”s 


Vietnam reputation. Not only did he possess a golden 
touch vvith explosives, but he had also proved himself 
as a coolly capable combat infantryman. Hoffovver 
vvas left sober, a thousand dollars vvealthier, and vvith 
“forty-hours, delay in reporting” to settle his personal 
affairs. i: 

Tom (Bloodbrother) Loudelk vvas recruited by 
telephone from the Blackfoot Reservation in Montana. 
He had vvorked vvith both Bolan and Zitka in various 
military operations, and he agreed to the proposition 
vvith only the sketchiest of information, even before 
he vvas told of the thousand-dollar “enlistment bonus.” 

They found Angelo (Chopper) Fontenelli in a topless 
pizza parlor and bar, vvhere he had been employed as 
a combination doorman, bouncer, and maitre d”. The 
tvventy-four-year-old native of Nevv /ersey, though 
only slightly more than five and a half feet tall, vvas not 
often a party to casual disputes. Povverfully built from 
the ground up, vvith mammoth chest and shoulders, 
thick and squat, the tough little Ttalian ranked high in 
Bolan”s respect. 

Chopper vvas so called because of his expertise vvith 
heavy automatic vveapons. 

“huan (Flovver Child) Andromede vvas rehabilitated 
from a reality cult in the North Hollyvyood hills vyhere 
he had becöme knovm as “Fra /uanito” eleven short 
months after his recognition as “the Butcher of Tanh 
Vin.” Also a heavy-vveapons man, Andromede vvas a 
poetry-spouting mass-death expert v/ho used a field 
mortar like a six-gun. 

Herman (Gadgets) Sehvvarz vvas plucked from a 
technical school, vyhere he had been taking a course 
designed to equip him vvith an FCC license in radio 
electronics. He had been a counterintelligence advisor 
in Vietnam and had once “bugged” a VC command 
bunker to gain intelligence from a Bolan-Zitka sniper- 
team operation. Bolan had been deeply impressed by 
Sehvvarz”s cool and painstaking methodology and vvas 
particularly elated to number him in the Death Squad. 

Tim” (Gunsmoke) Harrington vvas flushed from a 
suburban amusement park, vvhere he vvas employed 
as a-“gunfighter.” One of the: fev, men to Bolan”s 
knovvledge vvho had been allovved to carry persopül 
vveapons into battle, Harrington had brought the image 
oftthe old VVest into the firefights of Vietnam, vvith tvvo 
six-guns vvorn in quick-drayv fashion. It had not been 
all image — his Colts vvere equipped vvith specially 
designed hair triggers. This youngster from an 1daho 
sheep ranch could dravv both guns and hit a fastmoving 


: target at a hundred feet more quickly than most men 


could think about it, He had been Bolan”s flank man 
on a score of sniping missions and had repeatediy 
demonstrated his value in the sudden eyeball 
encoünters vvith the enemy that vvere so common on 
the deep-penetration strikes. 

Mark (Deadeye) VVashington certainly had no 
integrated blood in his veins, unless it vvas a fusion 
of the darkest African tribes. He vvas the blackest 
black man Bolan had ever knovvn — and certainly the 
most dangerous. VVashington”s specialty vvas the big 
high-povvered distance rifle vvith the tvventy-povver 
sniperscope. Like Bolan, he had been asniper specialist. 
Bolan had only once vvitnessed VVashington”s craft 
— Mark had dropped three running targets from five 
hundred yards out, and the feat ruled out any possibility 
of luck or chance. Bolan knevv that one does not luck 
onto three scurrying men a third of a mile avvay: orice 
vvas enough to assure Deadeye VVashington a chunk of 
Bolan”s respect. : 

Rosario Blancanales had started . his Vietnam 
adventure as a member of the special forces. He had 
understood the Vietnamese, perhaps simply because 
he”d vvanted to understand them, and he had İecarned 
their language and their vvays. He had proved himself 
highly effective in the pacification program, vvas 
knovvn throughout the delta as, simply, Politician, and 
had, been an invaluable guide on several of Bolan”s 
penetration missions. He vvas a pretty fair medic and 
a gifted mechanic, and he could hold his ovyn in a 
firefight. 

Blancanales took over the remains of Bolan”s 
“purse,” some several thousand dollars remaining 
from the spoils of the Pittsfield battle, and attended 
to the immediate problems of logistics support. He 
rented.a large and comfortable beach house in a lonely 


“area facing the Pacific and stocked it vvith foodstufis 


and other necessities. The “first formation” of the 
Death Squad vvas accomplished on the afternoon of 
September 24, vvith all members reporting into the 
beachside “base camp.” Blancanales had already 
seen to billeting assignments. Schvvarz immediately 
set about developing an electronic security system. 
Hoffovver undertook a terrain inspection, vvith an eye 
to the emplacement of personnel mines and other 
defensive devices. Zitka and Loudelk began a thorough 
recon of the entire area, tovvard the establishment of 
forvard defense positions. Harrington and Andromede 
began vvork on the armory. Fontenelli and VVashington 
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repaired to the beach to Set up a target range in the 
shadovv of the cliffs. Bolan and Blancanales vvent to 
ferret out a contact for the procurement of arms and 
munitions. 


N the early morning hours of September 27th, the 

Death Squad had its first test vvith Operation Edvvard 
Tordan. 

The plan vvas to attack the home of organized crime 
leader Edvvard (ordan. It vvould only be a test mission 
for the squad, vvith certain goals: to give Tordan a 
vvarning and a sample of the Death Squad”s fury. Also, 
to steal vvhatever cash İordan had in his home — for 
the Squad s funds. 

The attack vvas a success and the individual members 
of the Death Squad passed the test vvith fiying colors. 

Behind a covering smoke screen, the Death Squad 
entered the Tordan home, shooting their vvay firouşh” 
lines of Tordan”Ss soldiers and bodyguards. 

By the time the smoke had cleared, the guerilla army 
: had killed six soldiers, broken into İordan ”s safe, and 
ticd the crime leader to vvooden steaks on his front lavvn 
at the vievv of shocked spectators vvho had gathered at 
the sound of the commotion. 

By the time the police arrived, all members of the 
Death Squad had vanished, leaving behind them chaos, 
destruction, death. And a fevv bugs in Tordan”s home. 
Back at their beach headquarters, Mack Bolan 


congratulated the members of his army on a ob vvell " 


done, and discussed their future missions. 

“VVe”re playing a death game here,” Bolan explained. 
He glanced at his vvatch. “Only there vvill be no air 
force or infantry reinforcements to finish the Pob once 
vve”ve smoked the enemy into the open. VVe have to do 
the entire )ob ourselves. VVe”re going to hit “em, and 
hit “em, and keep on hitting “em until they”re trying 
to hide up cach other”s asses. Then, vvhen vve knovv 
v/ho they are and vvhere they are, all of them — then 
vve squash them. That”s the entire plan. VVe play the 
details by car. Gadgets has bugs all over /ordan”s 


house, and he put a recorder on the telephone. In yust 


about tvvo hours, Zitter and Bloodbrother vvill take 
— up their stakeout positions. Flovver, you”re on Zitter. 
Gunsmoke, on Bloodbrother. You knovv the routine — 


play it like life and death, “cause that/s vvhat it”s going 


to be. Boom, you alternate the electronics vvatch vvith 
 Gadgets. Politician and Deadeye, on me but not too 
close, give me room to operate, Chopper, you”ve got 
base camp security. Oh — and Boom, hovv long vvould 
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it take you to make about a dozen of those little impact 
grenades?” 

“Hell — tvventy minutes,” Hoffovver replied. 

“Good. Do it novv. Put them in a hip pouch for me.” 
Bolan smiled and got to his feet. “This is going to be 
a lot better than Pittsfield. T?m glad you people are 
vvith me.” He started to vvalk avvay, then checked his 
stride and turned back vvith an afterthought. “Oh — 
Politiciari has the money divided up info eleven shares. 
İt figured to forty-seven-fifty per man. The eleventh 
share is for the kitty. Pick up your money and then get 
"some rest. There vvon”t be much sleeping tonight.” He 
turned abruptly and strode off the patio, heading for 
the beach. 


ND indeed there vvasn”t much sleeping that night. 

or that night Gadgets Schvvarz picked up a 

conversation from the bugs in //ordan”s house vvhich 
vvould put the Death Squad into action the next day. 

Gadgets Sehvvarz reported to Mack Bolan that he 
had listened in on a conversation betvveen /ordan and 
another syndicate man by the name of Baron. Although 
still ruffled by the Squad”s recent attack on his home, 
Tordan vvas planning a trip for the next afternoon to 
his citrus groves in the country — vvherc all local, big- 
cash, syndicate transactions vvere made. 

The next afternoon, Edvvard /ordan left his mansion 
in a bullet-proof, tank Rolls Royce, vvith tyvo black 
Continentals as bodygüards — one in front and the 
other in back of the Rolls. 

Tordari didn”t realize that at that moment tvvo black 
eyes, belonging to Deadeye VVashington vvere vvatching 
his entourage as it pulled out of his drivevvay. 

Deadeye scrambled from one of the many mossy 
slopes that surrounded the area, binoculars hanging 


” from his neck. In his right hand he carried a high- 


povvered telescopic rifle, and on his left hand a vvalkie- 
talkie. 

Lifting the vvalkie-talkie, he said, “Subyect leaving . . 
, heading from Freevvay .. . suggest trackers and flanks 
move in.” 

A voice backed up vvith some static, belonging to 
Mack Bolan replied instantly, “Roger, Deadeye. /Toin 
up vvith Blancanales and regroup. VVe”re moving in for 
the killi” ğ 1 

Deadeye did a fast sprint to the Mustang parked at 
the edge of the slope and, yumping in the passenger ”s 
side, said to Bizteonlla yo vvas behind the vvheel, 


“VVe follovv and move in.” : 
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Mack Bolan and the Death Squad vvere ready for 
Edvvard /ordan. Discovering the location of the citrus 
groves from the bugged conversation the night before, 
Bolan had selected the perfect place for an ambush: an 
idcal curve surrounded by hills in the country road that 
led to the groves. 

Bolan and Zitka left the Corvette in vvhich they came 
in behind some rocks off the country road and headed 
for their battle stations. 

Deadeye VVashington and Blancanales- vvere to 
follovv Tordan up to the Punction of the highvvay and 
the country road vvhere they vvere to remain to vvatch 
for incoming traffic and especially for blucsuits. 

Bloodbrother Loudelk vvas keeping vvatch from his 
car on a hill-vvhich had a clear vievv of traffic coming 
into the dirt road. 

Andromede vvas at the vvheel of a large van parked 
on the blind end of the curve. A vvinch in the van vvas, 


vvith vibration, then tilted and rolled abruptiy 
roadyvay, The vvinch vvas silenced. Zitka and 
ün out to the boulder, freed a netvvork of 
— gülbles, and dragged them into the shadovv of a high 

, butte, — ü 

The Death Squad could not have found a better 
location for an ambush. They vvere about midvvay 
betvveen the blacktop country road and the citrus grove, 
at a point vvhere the private dirt road curved abruptly 
to thread betvveen tvvo high-ridged rock formations. 
The roadblock vvas dropped directly into the eye of 
this needle, halfvyay through and fust beyond a ninety- 
degree curve. A /eep had been unloaded from the van 
and vvas angled into the shadovv of the butte yust beyond 
the roadblock, vvith its big fifty caliber commanding 
the situation there. Andromede vvas manning the fifty. 

Zitka had the left flank, Bolan the right, both vvith 
light automatic vveapons and vvith good cover on high 
ground that allovved a good triangulation of firepovver. 

Gunsmoke Harrington vvas at the front end of the 
needle, ahead of the roadblock. His six-guns vvere 
strapped lovv, and a light automatic vvas slung at his 
chest. He vvould plug any attempted retreat. 

“Coming up on one mile,” Loudelk reported. 

Bolan thumbed the transmitter and snapped, 
“Roger.” Then, “Blancanales start your move. Hold at 
the yunction of the dirt road.” 

He received acknovvledgements from Blancanales 


- and VVashington, then tossed the radio aside and vvaited. 


They came on fast, as if they knevv the road vvas 
their very ovvn, the dust from the lead vehicles all but 
obscuring the third car in the file. The big Continental 
svvurig expertly into the curve, the driver vvas frantically 
grabbing for more brake pedal than he vvould ever find. 
Bolan could see electrified alarm replace the dreamy 
smile on the handsome face, he could see the driver”s 
body stiffening and the tightened fingers clavving at the 
steering vvheel, 

Ttvvas a long microseçond. Then the Continental vvas 
trying to climb the barricade and failing to do so as three 
tons of hurtling metal met sixteen tons of unmoving 
rock. The grinding crash sent a bodyless hcad arching 
through the shattered vvindshield, to bounce along the 
quickly shriveling hood. The passenger compartment 
continued moving briefiy after the forvvard part had 
come to rest, telescoping into the flattened enginc 
compartment — and then the armored Rolls smashed 
into the rear, brakes sereaming and horn blaring 
inanely. Almost instantly the third crash came as the 
rear Continental plovved into the Rolls. 

To this, bedlam vvas suddenly added the staccato 


chopping of the big fifty as Andromede began spraying 


the vvreckage vvith steel-yacketed profectiles. A man 
staggered out of the third car, firing blindiy into the 
rock vvalls vvith a pistol. A higher-pitched chatter 
responded immediately from both sides of the trap, 
and the man vvas flung backyvvard, and dovvn, and dead. 

Incredibİy, fire vvas being returned from the Rolls, 
and the heavy vehicle vvas rocking forvvard and 
backvvard, the povverful engine straining mightily as 
the driver fought to extricate the arrhored car from the 
lamming smashup. 

“Us a tank, all right,” Bolan grunted to himself, 
noting, the battering-ram vvrithing of the Rolls. He 
snatched up his radio and barked into it, “Gunsmokel 
Bring up the big stickl” 

AİI three members of the fire team vvere novv 
concentrating their assault on the Rolls, Andromede 
from almost point:blank range. Still it snorted and 
struggled like an enraged bull elephant caught in 
a bog, and still a sporadic return fire issued from it. 
Then Bolan caught a glimpse of Harrington sprinting 
around the curve, a long tubelike obiect hefted onto 
his shoulder. He vvatched him approach to vvithin 100 
feet of the Rolls, then drop to one knee and sight in the 
bazooka.An instant later the familiar vvhoosh, fire, and 
smoke of the.armor-piercing rocket vvas introduced to 
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the battle. The enraged büll elephant vvas enveloped in 
a deafening explosion, and its struggles immediately 
cecased. 

“Avvright, avvrightİ” a voice screamed out a moment 
later. A thickset man staggered out of the smoke and ” 
into the open. 

Bolan sprang atop the rock that had served as his 
cover and called dovvn, “Time to pay the tab, Tordanl” 

“Dumbheadl” the mobster secreamed. His arm ierked 
up, and the .38 reported three times, The third report, 
hovvever, vvas no more than the spasmodic reflex of 
a quickly dying muscle. Bolan had fired from the hip 
in one rapid burst that split the racketeer”s body from 
groin to skull, 

All in all, the battle had lasted less than tvvo minutes. 
Zitka took a blackened briefcase and a metal box from 
the passenger compartment of the Rolls. The heavy 
— vveapons and the spoils vvere tossed into the ieep. 
— Andromede yumped behind the vvheel and sped off” 
 tovvard the rear of the needle. 

Bolan ran to re/oin the others. The ?eep vvas already 
 inside the van. He fumped into the Corvette. Zitka vvas 
— already in the passenger side. 

Zitka vvas reaching for the radio as Bolan spun the 
 sportster around. “Hovv do you say, Bloodbrother?”, he 
— demanded into the transmitter. 

“Coast clear man, clear,” Loudelk”s drayvl came 
back. “And 1 missed all the fun.” 

 “Okay, split,” Zitka told him. 

“Affirm, 1 am splitting.” 

Bolan grinned and reached for the radio. He 
— depressed the transmitter button and said, “Good shovv, 
— group, all of you, but play it cool novv until vve”re home 
ö clean. Radio silence, beginning right novv, except for 
— emergencies. Read?” 

“Rcad,” replied Deadeye VVashington. 

“Gotcha,” said Harrington. 

“Affirm,” reported Bloodbrother Loudelk. 


O far the Death Squad had been hek, Tvvo hits 
—K3against the Mob and both vvent off smoothly vvith 
no casualties and no fuzz trouble. 

Itvvas in their third hit that the Squad”s luck began to 
change. And it vvas then that Bolan realized hov close 
the fuzz vvas getting to them. 

— Tücir target vvas the building and vvarehouses of Tri-- 
- Coast Records, ovvned by no other than the Mob”s chief 
— Zeke Baron. The hit vvent smoothly at first. In a matter 
— of minutes, the Squad turned Tri-Coast”s vvarehouses 


3 


MEN”S ADVENTURE QUARTERLY BOOK BONUS 


into an inferno, bugged Baron”s office and stole all the 
money in the safe. 

İt vvas then that the fuzz arrived. Bolan immediately 
gave the break-off order. AlI the participating members 
for this mission acknovvledged the break-off order. 

“Okay, break offt” Bolan yelled into his radio again. 

The vvarehouse vvas blazing furiously, great mushrooms 
of rolling flames boiling high overhcad and tuming 
night into day for a hunğired yards in all directions, 
intense heat generating into an impenetrable barrier 
surrounding the long structure. 
” Bolan vvas iumping for his vehicle, parked along 
“the fence-at the back of the lot. He yumped inside, 
clipped the radio to a fixture above the dash, and 
fishtailed along the graveled back lot in a full-povver 
svvoop tovvard the vvarehouse office at the far corner. 
There he collected Boom-Boom Hoffovver, vvho had 
been standing a casual guard over a small collection 
of vvarehouse employeces, evacuated Tust prior to the 
incendiary attack. Hoffovver svvung the door open and 
nonchalantly slid into the seat alongside Bolan. 

Bolan grunted into the gears and sent the little 
speedster vvhining along the macadam drive. They 
flashed through the open gatevvay and skidded into the 
street, then straightened in a full-throttle roar tovvard 
the distant line of hills. They vvere free and clear. 


ACK at their headquarters, the Death Squad had 


gathered to discuss the results of their mission. 
Bolan vvas positioning a TV tray in front of a chair. 


He sat dovvn, pulled the tray closer, and sampled the 


coffee. “VVe got lucky,” he said for openers. 

Bolan then turned his attention to Gadgets Schvvarz. 
“Did you get Baron”s office doctored up okay?” he 
asked him. 

Sehvvarz stared sölemnly back at Bolan. “Sure. 
That iazzed-up ?oint vvas a natural. Never savv such an 
overdecorated layout. He”s rigged good. And 1 got a 
tvyelve-hour recorder vvith a voice-impulse starter up 
on the roof of the next building. Bloodbrother vvas 


 assisting, so he knovvs vvhere it is. Ve can slip up there 


tvvice a day and change the tapes, and that gives us a 
tvventy-four-hour automatic surveillance on the place.” 

“Great.” Bolan vvashed dovvn the last of the sandvvich 
vvith a svvallovv of coffee. He glanced at his vvatch. “P”d 
like to have that first tape before ten this morning. Take 
Bloodbrother to cover you. Oh, and since (ordan is out 
of the picture novv, maybe you better figure some vvay 
to get your gadgets out of his place before someone 


discovers them. No sense tipping our hand before vve 
ust have to.” . 

“T already did that.” 

Bolan”s eyebrovvs raised. 

“These things are too damn hard to come by. 1 don”t 
İcave them laying around in a dead drop.” 

Bolan vvas staring at Pootengil: “The cops,” he 
mused. 

“VVhat cops?” Sehvvarz asked, 

“The cops vvere bad nevvs — plenty bad nevvs, 1”m 
afraid.” ) 

“And the police response vvas quick. Damn quick. 
They vvere all over that place in no time at all,” Zitka 
added. 

“Like they”d been yust sitting and vvaiting for 
someplace to run to, eh?” Blancanales observed. 
Bolan shovved him a faint smile. ğ 

“Yeah. It looks as though the police have set up some 
sort of special unit. A unit that is directed squarely 
against us.” : 

“Screvv “em,” Fontenelli sneered. “They haven”t 
shovved me anything yet.” 

“VVe don”t get off that easy, Chopper,” Bolan said 
thoughtfully. “It pays to knovv your opposition. If 
those people are gearing up to bring us dovvn, then vve 
damn sure have to do some gearing of our ovvn. 1 don”t 
like it. AlI of you knovv vvhat can be accomplished 
vvith ust a little bit of close-order organization. VVe”ve 
been successful so far because vve”ve been playing it 
to a cadence count. Novv if the cops are playing that 
same game, then T”d say yved better come up vvith a 
counterpoint.” ” 

“The sarge is right,” Andromede said. “VVe need 
some intelligence. VVho”s our intelligence officer?” 
His gaze fell squarely upon Gadgets Schvvarz. 

Sehvvarz merely smiled and shrugged his shoulders. 

A momentary silence follovved, then Bloodbrother 
Loudelk said, “T”ve tried everything else. 1 guess 1 
could try infiltrating copsville.” 

Bolan smiled vvanly. “VVe”d better look at the idea 
pretty close. Could be suicide mission.” 

Bolan vvas returning Loudelk”s direet stare. He vvas 
thinking about it. “VVhat do you say, Gadgets?” He 
asked in a barely audible voice. 

Schvvarz also vvas thinking about it. “There are 
several vvays to go about it,” he replied slovvly. “VVe 
could monitor their radio Tuz? and that vvould 
be the safest and the easiest, but . 

“But?” Bolan prompted. 


“VVell vve really do need to have a monitor on their 
radio nets, but it vvill take some inside vvork to yust find 
out vvhat those frequencies are.” 

“All right, consider that as an obiective,” Bolan 
agreed, “VVe vvant their radio frequencies. That should 
be an casy mark, Any radio amateur could probably 
give us that, But they probably have some special 
radio net for their elite unit. VVe”1l need that, above all. 
Go on, Gadgets.” : 

“Okay, that vvould be in the nature of yust routine 
intelligence. These people don”t tell their secrets over 
the radio, though, bet on that. So vve need some vvay 
to monitor their telephone conversations, their official 
discussions, and their bull sessions. That means. vve 
have to get inside.” 

Bolan sighed. “Give it a try, Gadgets. You and 
Bloodbrother get dovvn there as soon as you feel ready 
and scout the layout. See vvhat you can figure out, 
but don”t make any actual move until T”ve revievved 
your plan. VVe”ll give this a top priority, and vve make 
no further hits until our intelligence apparatus is 
functioning. VVhile you”re out, pick up that tape from 


- the Baron drop. PI vvant to knovv his reactions to 


tonight”s hit.” He shovved Loudelk a grim smile. “Im 
depending on your instincts, Brother, to keep this play 
safe. If it can”t be done vvithout undue risk, vve”ll yust 
get along vvithout it. Okay?” 

Loudelk smiled. “Okay.” . 

“Tl have to build a mike,” Schvvarz added. 

“You have all the stuff you need?” 

“I think so. If not, 1 can pick up vvhat I need in any 
electronics shop.” i 

Bolan shifted his gaze to Blancariales. “VVe”ve used 
the vehicles long enough, Politician,” he said crisply. 
“Better drop them and get some more. Be very discreet. 
Include my “Vette — get me something else. Anything 


that”s got some fire. Maybe a Porsche, eh?” 


“You don”t mean the van, too?” Blancanales asked, 
frovvnirg. 

“No, but see vvhat you can do about some nevv paint 
and decals. VVhat about license tags?” 

“No problem there. They”re scared to death you 
vvere going to make me rig up a nevv van.” 

Bolan chuckled. “VVe might have to drop the van 
idea entirely after önother strike or tvvo. They”re bound 
to tumble to it sooner or later, and then that big mother: 
becomes a dead liability. Be thinking about a nevv 
gimmick.” 

Bolan studied his vvatch. “VVell, if”s getting on to 
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four o clock,” he said. “Tcan”t offer you much in the 
vvay of recreation, but it is time for a bit of rest. Let”s 
all turn in. Eight o”clock reveille.” 


ARLY the next day, Gadgets Schvvarz and ” 


Bloodbrother Loudelk reported to Mack Bolan 
on: their successful infiltration and recon of police 
headquarters. 

“A directional mikec is. out of the question,” Schvvarz 
reported glumly. “I”s a hard building, any vvay you 
look at it.” 

“Internal security is a loose goose, though,” Loudelk 
told Bolan. He tossed a small notebook onto Bolan”s 
lap. “They call the operation Hardcase. The names of 
the detail leaders and their areas are in the notes there. 
Got that from a duty roster pinned to a bulletin board 
in their control room.” He vvithdrevv a three-by-five 
card from his hip pocket and vvaved it gently in front of 


Bolan”s eyes. “And guess vvhat this is. Phone numbers” 


and radio frequencies on the front, code vvords on 
: the back.” He produced a folded paper from his shirt 
pocket and added it to the loot on Bolan”s lap. “And 
this is an area map, shovving zones of responsibility for 
the various details.” 

Bolan vvas vvearing a broad grin. “Bloodbrother, 
you”re a master craftsman,” he said. 

“Place vvas vvide open. 1 Yust vvalked in and picked it 
up. This Braddock, the cop in charge, looks more likea 


yudge than a cop. He”s hard, though, and the other cops " 


respect him. They call him Big Tim. Behind his back, 
anyvvay. His office adioins their control room. Floor 
plan”s in the notebook. They”re running a military 
operation there, Sarge. I”d say they vvant us real bad.” 

Bolan nodded, the grin still in place. His eyes vvere 
traveling dovvn the list of radio frequencies printed on 
the card. “Can you cover these frequencies, Gadgets?” 
he asked. ğ 

“Yeah, but P1l have to get some more gear. I”1l need 
some cash. T”d say. . . oh, about at least tvvo thousand. 
If you vvant to cover all those at the same time.” 

“Money is no obiect,” Bolan replied. “VVhat better 
use for the Mob”s green, eh? Dravv vvhat you need from 
Politician. Need any help?” 

Sehvvarz shook his head in a decided negative. “1 
shop better by m self,” he said. 

“Okay, but play it cautious. Don”t excite anyone”s 
curiosity. Brother, you cover him, separate vehicles. 
From İhis moment forvvard, no one leaves base camp 
vvithout a cover man.” 


“Let”s chovv up first,” Loudelk suggested, his eyes 
on Schvvarz. The electronics man nodded, and they 
vvent off together tovvard the kitchen. 

Sehvvarz halted in the doorvvay and turned back to 
Bolan. “You get anything vvorthvvhile from that tape 1 
sent back?” 

“Plenty,” - Bolan assured him. “Chopper and 
Gunsmoke are out reconning a couple of leads right 
novv.” He got to his fett and strolfed over to ?oin 
Schvvarz in the doorvvay. “Listen, Gadgets, get those 
radio monitors set up yust as soon as possible. They”re 


"going to be a hell of a vveapon for us.” He started to 


vvalk avvay, then vvhirled back and added, 

“And listen — 1 don”t care hovv much it costs — set 
up a mobile capability. Maybe vve can use the van as 
a rolling command post. You knovv vvhat T”m thinking 
of?” 

Schvvarz vvas smiling vvith bright enthusiasm. “1 
knovv exactly vvhat you”re thinking of. 1 dunno if1 can 
do it in one day, though.” T 

Bolan slapped him on the rear and said, “Sure you 
can. A genius can do anything.” ” 

Sehvvarz grinned and vvent on into the kitchen. 


"TER ven vəs botinittaanıqıqqıq.. 
Bolan returned to the base camp from one of hi 
recon missions, and the big vehicle vvas b 
of multiple attentions. Hoffovver and 
spraying the van vvith a fast-drying paint, Fo) 
vvas cravvling about on the roof vvith an electric drill,- 
Blancanales and Zitka vvere struggling vvith a large 
framevvork of vvood shelving, being arm vayed / 
through the huge doors by Schvvarz. 

Bolan slapped him on the shoulder and vvent on 
to the house. He found Gunsmoke Harrington and 
VVashington conversing in lovv tones on the patio. 

“VVhat vvas Baron doing today?” Bolan asked. 

“Busy-busy,” Harrington replied. “Chopper has the 
log. VVe split off at tuvo o”clock. He stayed on Baron 
vvhile 1 checked out the other stuff.” 

Bolan nodded, his face devoid of expression. “TI get 


İ 


— vvith Chopper for the details. VVhat impression did you 


get, Guns — from vvhat Chopper told you, 1 mean?” 

“About Baron? T d say he”s running scared. He made 
about six stops, one of “em at a big 7oint up in the Hills. 
Stayed in there. about tvventy minutes. And then he 
drove all the vvay dovvn to San Pedro.” 

“VVho”d he see there?” 

Harrington shrugged. “Chopper said he vvent into 
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this vvarehouse on the vvaterfront. Stayed about five 
minutes, then bugged straight home.” 

“Td better talk to Chopper. Sound like things are 
shaping up. Deadeye?” 

“Yeah?” VVashington had been listening attentively 
to the conversation. He vvas novv grinning broadiy at 
Bolan, leaning forvvard to intercept his vvords. 

“Get ready for a fire mission. You and me. Take my 
big sniper dovvn to the range and sight it in up to 300 
yards. Give me “scope calibrations for every hundred 
feet. Better do the same for yours if you haven”t 
already.” 

VVashington vvas all smiles. “Hot damn,” he said. 

“VVill 1 be in this one?” Gunsmoke Harrington asked. 

“You bet-you vvill. You and Chopper vvill flank us.” 

“VVhere”s the hit?” 

“Tl have to talk to Chopper before T”m sure. But 
from vvhat you ve told me, along vvith vvhat 1 . from 
Gadget”s tape, it 1ooks like the Hills.” 

“The big ioint?” - 

Bolan nodded. “The big ?oint. Baron”s been irying 
to set up a council. The Hills sounds like the place. 
P1l take Zitter and Bloodbrother out there for a recon 
vvhile vve still have some daylight.” 

Bolan left them and headed for the van to spcak “atı 
Chopper., ” 


ARLY that evening the Death Squad had pooled 

all their information from different sources: recon 
missions, Baron”s bugged office, and the various 
microphones that Bloodbrother had left in police 
hcadquarters vvhen he infiltrated it. 

They vvere novv ready to plot their strategy. 

“All right, here”s the situation,” Bolan told the 
assembled Death Squad. “The pressure is building, 
strong and fast. The Mob is in a state of general alarm. 
They”re using the pattern 1”ve been expecting them 
to all along, closing ranks and making preparations 
to crush us the next time vve shovv ourselves. The 
pressure is on the cops, too, and they”re trying their 
best to lovver the boom on us. So vve have to vvorry 
about tvvo fronts. There”s also another item that”s liable 
to throvv us a curve. The cops are vvorried about (He 
mob buildup. They vievv this vvhole thing as a sort of 
gang vvar that could spill out onto their streets at any 
moment. So they”ve added a bit of spice to the pot, 
They ve decided to begin a harassment campaign that 
vvill keep the Mob off-balance and unable to” vvage 
vvarfare, Okay — so the vvord has been İeaked to the 


, Mob. They knovv that the cops are going to begin 


rounding them up first thing tomorrovv.” 

“VVhat effect vvill this have on our plans?” Zitka 
asked, 

“1 don”t knovv for sure,” Bolan replied, frovvning. 
“1 do knovv, though, that our success depends on 
getting our )ob done at the quickest possible pace and 


 getting the hell out of this area. This state has about 


the toughest police department in the nation, and vvhen - 
these guys gear up for you, you can bet that your days 
are numbered. Tvvo immediate effects, or possibilities, 
that 1 can see. Either vve”ll get knocked off our pace 
as a result of the police interference or else the Mob 


vvill go into hiding or take a trip or something until the 


heat”s off. Fither move vvill defeat us, or at İcast defeat 
our obfectives.” 

“VVe can lay lovv, too, can”t vve?” Andromede said. 

“Not around here,” Bolan quickly replied. “VVe cah”t 
afford to give the cops that kind of time-factor to vvork 
vvith. Like 1 said, these guys knovv their business. 
Given enough time, they”ll find us and they”1l nail us. 
I had allovved five days for this L.A. operation, and 


, that”s all. VVe”ve already used tvvo.” 


“VVhat are you getting at, Mack?” Zitka asked 
vvorriedly. . -- 

“VVell . . . “ Bolan scratched his forehcad. “Tonight 
might be our last chance for a grand slammer. TP”d say 
tyventy-four hours at the very most. There”s too much 
vvorking against us novv.” 

He produced a stack of Polaroid snapshots of their 
target: Mob chief Tulian George”s house on the Hills, 
These he handed to Zitka. “Everyone take a good look 
at these. Pass them around. Brother"and 1 vvere on site 
a little vvhile ago, and vve tried to cover every angle, 
Study them carefully. VVe”ll be going in under cover 
of darkness: 1 vvant you to have a good idea of the lay 


“of the land. 


Zitka spoke up. “You get any feeling for the interior 
layout of the house?” i 

Bolan vvagged his head. “No, and 1 doubt that vve”ll 
nced it. The vvay it.looked to Brother and me, they”re 
going to hold their council outside, on the patio. They 
vvere setting up the bars and stocking them vvhen Vve 
vvere out there. 1 doubt that vve”ll need to vvorry about : 
the interior of Geörge”s house. If they retreat into the 
house, vve vvill not go in after them. VVe”ll ust strafe- 
hell out of it and then abort the mission. Can”t take 
the risk of trying to smoke them out, because the cops 
vvill be on the scene damn quick — 1 feel sure of that. 
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So —” 

Gunsmoke Harrington said, ““You”re basing our 
strategy, then, on them breaking and running right 
after vve make contact.” 

Bolan nodded. “Or soon after. There”s a . . 
here”s my reasoning. The vvord is out, see. These 
people knovv that the police are planning a rousting 
operation, to begin tomorrovv morning. Novv. VVhat”s 
the purpose of this council tonight? First, 1 figure, is 
to set the strategy for a counteroffensive against us. 
The second item of business vvill undoubtedly have to 
do vvith the police threat. 1 ust can”t believe that they 
vvill vvant to go on home and vvait for the cops to begin 
the harassment., A İot of these people are living highiy 
respectable roles, and they don”t like their names in 
the police nevvs any more than any other respectable 
citizen vvould. 

“So here”s vvhat 1 think they”ll decide to do. 1 think 
they vvill decide to ?oin forces against us. 1 think” 
they vvill decide to leave home for a vvhile. The best 
possible place for them to achieve both” ob/ectives at 
the same time is at their hard site. 1 knovv damn vvell 
they have one somevvhere in the area. In three different 
recorded conversations today, Baron mentioned “the 
hard house.” They have one — and vve vvant to help 
them decide to go there. Okay?” 

“Sounds reasonable,” Zitka commented. 

“Okay.” Bolan stepped over to a portable blackboard, 


on vvhich vvas dravm a rough sketch of the George “ 


neighborhood. “First:1 vxant to set the positions. Then 
vve”ll run through the individual missions. Deadeye 
and 1 vvill be on this hillside to the vvest, vvith the 
rifles. Bloodbrother is above us, on the rim of the hill, 
ecagling. Chopper and Gunsmoke at the rear, here . . . 
and here . . . flanking vvith the automatics. Zitter and 
Boom on tracking stations, here. . . and here . . . 1 may 
have to call you in if things go sour, so be ready for a 
fire mission. Flovver Child on the south flank, rear. Get 
your grenade launcher, Flovver, and stake out a good 
spot to fly from.” 
Andromede grinned and vvet his lips. 


“Chopper vvill cover you vvhen you begin your 


grenade assault. Novv — Gadgets vvill be inside the van, 
Politician driving. Keep that big mother moving, Pol, 
and don”t get in too close. Gadgets vvill be mönitoring 
the police radio nets and keeping us posted on their 
activities. 1 vvant every man in radio harness and his 
cars open. This could be — “ 


“Tve been doing some thinking about this,” Gadgets 


3 


. vvell, ” 


Sehvvarz said, interrupting Bolan. “And T”m vvorried.” 

“VVhat”s vvorrying you, Gadgets?” 

“Tve been vvondering if these cops have the ability 
to ECM us. If they do, that van could become a Troyan 
horse in reverse.” - 

“VVhat is ECM?” 

“Electronic counter measures. Electronic spying, in 
other vvords. Like on our spy ships and spy planes.” 

“Radio direction finder$,” Bolan müttered. 

Sehvvarz nodded. “Yeah, the same principle, only 
they got some mighty damn sophisticated stuff out 


Ymovv. They can scan through and lock onto another 
“ransmitter in nothing flat. They find your frequency 


vvith a scanner. Then, yust like a computer, they lock 
on a couple of peripheral stations and get an automatic 
triangulation on you.” 

“Suppose they did,” Bolan said. 
counteract it?” 

Sehvvarz shook his head, “Not vvith the stuffvve have. 
Our only defense vvould be to keep quiet as much as 
possible. Keep transmissions ıı Yi 

“Hovv brief?” 

“Three or-four seconds at a time. That brief.” 

“AlI right,” Bolan said. “VVe”ll play it that vvuy, The 
radios vvill be used only vvhen absolutely necəsəaryı - 
VVe vvill not acknovvledge each other"s t i 
Rely on code vvords as much us possibl 
anything that may give avvay your positit 
Okay.” Bolan had dravvn on a troublet 
vvant every man in nightsuits, blackface, and un İl 
as possible. You flankers vvill proyide çovering 
diverting fire only. Trackers, 1 vvant you to , , , 

The squad listened in silence to the balance of dö: 
full-scale combat briefing, interrupting only to quietly 
request a clarification of some detail, cach one clearly 
realizing the importance of a complete understanding, 
Each man present vvas fully avvare that this vvas a 
rehearsal for the death game. 


“Could vve 


HAT night Deadeye VVashington vvas lying prone 
in a shallovv trough, a clump of umbrella trees to / 
his rear, the long rifle supported by a small tripod. His 
right eye vvas fastened to the-eyepicce of the large 
sniperscope, and he vvas smiling. Fust to his left vvas 
Mack Bolan, like a tvvin, sighting dovvn through the 
big tvventy povver and grinning. 
“VVish 1 could read lips,” Bolan grunted. 
“Yeah, man, that”d be cool,” VVashington agreed 
quietly. “That”s Baron there on the right, the little guy. 
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ə 
You figure vvhite-hair is the big daddy?” - lan”s 
“Probably. Looks the part. VVe”ll knovv for sure vi he slovvly tn p 

they take their places at the table. VVhat do you figure “Remember — öt Second to impact,” 
for the length of that table, Deadeye?” his partner, an to 5. left, fir) 

“Oh .. . Td say... . fifteen feet. Heyl There”s a i 
İotta people Tiföyin” arolund dovvn the VVhere”d 
vvhite-hair go / 

“Head of tli 
daddy, all riğfif, B 
Field of vision thrd 

“Like lookin” (ti 
finished. He passed 
disturbing his ovvn position at (ile 

Bolan took the glasses and raised 
“That”s better,” he said, surveyin)i 
the larger field afforded by the bint ğ 
right. They”re moving the troop$£ F İ “Dea 

“Hovv many d”you make, Sarğe?? vvanta $ 

Bolan vvas moving the glassessil a . ( “On, 
expansive grounds. “Hell, abou a.1 n began re 
sight,” he replied slovvly. “Andi ng. İlg a, finger tiğ 
on all around.” Y 51... ihree... 

“Maybe they ve flipped. Com TƏ 

Bolan chuckled. “No. No . ip LOVVER 

to be a shovv of strengih. i ”. of the a 
covered grel idi 
snatched 


py e 
softly. “That mafr“sun oranı . : he Tcar of 


ön and co 


people dovvr 
n.observed, “Even: 


ed silently avvay. iched ğu 
und and cravvl hc :fi a “TiNothin g”c me the immediate r 
8 ner zən nğ 


of the: 
its, bre 


ə... 
öbout like headlö$ 
İİ our vvay novv. Gil 
ye. See if they cal 
T grinned and b 
red tvvo quic 


ydrd “declarec 
al ) ” 
ay blasi ı an”: 5.H k, Floyyerl Get the helİ otitl” Bo eached 
asl sə D nn / ” İ h n 1 ə . Və, sl 
A , L m” ön 


“rear, Porte “us 
gavvking. at ach other. Novv they re: 
sü slovv dı məğ b “.—” A ee müd, a haştı 
eep om see-savvifig,” Bolan said. Picking Çi ı ə Eight of th 
hi e-good use 0 s.hassöboke. The vvas hevableklaç 
gTenade "lğsts “yere coming at ten / izEyals. Onl fat 
— Pifh .Geöfge”8 İ : 
proütin hersiq 
“aimleSsiy about, $ 
cezed of calcu ange, aı ğ "” 


“Get out of herel” George screamed. The four 
survivors of the ruling council turned frightened eyes 
onto him. “Through the housel Call your boys and 
blovvl You hear? 3/ovvl” 

“VVhere vve gonna go?” Baron vvhined. 

“Get to hardsitel TII meet you. But get goingl 
Through the housel” 

Baron nodded meekly and dragged himself across 
the flagstones. He had been nicked in the arm and 
vvas bleeding. The others quickly follovved after him. 
George shouted. “And dig in, dammit, as soon as 
you get therel” He vvaited until they had cleared the 
patio, then he scrambled to his feet and zigzagged 
in a lovv crouch to the protection of the cement vvall. 
He stepped-through the shattered glass vvindovv and 
ran tovvard the rear of the house, colliding vvith his 
personal bodyguard, Lou Pen, in the kitchen. “VVhat”re 
you doin” in here?” George snarled. 

“There”s a nut vvalkin” around out there vvith a 
machine gun.” Pen declared 

George snatched the pistol from Pen”s hand, pushed 
him aside, and stepped out the back door, then dropped 
to a crouch and made arun for the garage. VVhen he vvas 
halfvvay there, all the lights vvent out. George svvore 
under his brcath, then flung himself to the ground as 
a machine ğun began chattering necarby. A cloud of 
smoke vvas drifting tovvard him, from out of the cloud 
of smoke-stepped Chopper vvearing a black outfit and 
carrying a spitting machine gun. George raised Pen”s 
revolver and fired three rapid shots. The guy slumped 
to his knees vvithout a sound, still holding the big gun. 
It continued to spit sporadic “flame, but novv it iust 
chevved up the ground. The gunner vvas trying to bring 
the muzzle up, but it kept dropping lovver and lovver 
until it vvas resting on the ground. It ceased its chatter, 
and the guy dropped back onto his butt, then slumped 
forvard. , 

George scrambled to his feet and resumed his trip to 
the garage. He cast a quick glance over his shoulder. 
The guy in the black suit vvas still sitting there, a 
shadovvy blob in the darkness, still trying to pull the 
gun out of the dirt. 

George tugged frantically at the garage door. Thpfe 
vvas no telling hovv many more guys like that one vvere 
vvandering around his grounds. The Hills had ceased 
to be a safe place for Hulian George. There vvas a better 
place. He had to get there — and the sooner the better, 


HE Porsche vvas careening dovvn the hill, 
VVashington behind the vvheel, Bolan leaning 
against the opposite door vvith the radio in his hand. 

“That”s Bloodbrother, dead ahcad,” VVashington 
pointed out, 

Bolan yerked his head in a nod. “Stay on him,” he 
said, then he spoke into the radio. “Gadgetsi Dump 
and bail outl You have no chance in that van”” 

“VVe got a better idea,” Blancanales” voice reported. ” 

“VVe”re gonna try a D and D. Our decision.” 

“Negative,” Bolan snapped. “Tump shipl Let it gol” 

“Sorry, Sarge. İt”s a D and D. Our decision.” 

“VVhat he talking about?” VVashington asked, rolling 
his eyes tovvard Bolan. He quickly svvung his attention : 
back to his driving chores as the Porsche İeaned into a 
svveeping ninety-degree turn. 

“Dummy and Divert,” Bolan muttered: “They” Te 
trying to lcad off the blues.” 

“Think they can do it?” 

Bolan sighed. “TI don”t knovv. “They”re gonna get 
themselves racked out, that”s vvhat. Tust might svving 
the track from everyone else, though.” He spoke again 
into the radio. “VVhere avvay, Gadgets?” 

“Route Tvvo and leveling. Gadgets found their nevv 
vveb. Stang by. for intel.” . 

“Route Three is maintaining,” Zitka advised. Then: 
“Uh-oh, Trouble at the crossroads.” 

“VVhat is it, Zit?” 

“Roadblockl Damn — ləokit thatl They ”re running 
itl” 

“Breakl” 

A, brief silence: then: “It”s Route Three, Tunction 
Tvvo. Lam avoiding, resuming track"beyond.” 

A brief silence: then: “I1ts Route “Three, Function - 
Tvvo. lam avolding, resuming track beyond.” 

Bolan svvore under his breath. VVashington chuckled 


"and sent the sports car into another squealing turn. 


“You said tonight”s the night, and that”s the last thing 
anyone believed,” he told Bolan.. : 
The voice of Gadgets Schvvarz came through the 
radio, speaking in a rapid monotone, “Okay, here”s the 
lay. Containment around periphery. Looks like a hole 
on Route Four, though. All exits at Routes Tvvo and 
Three are sealed. Avoid. Run vvide on Four. Out.” 

“Okay, that”s greatl” Bolan snapped into the radio. 
“Novv dammit, baill” i 

“Negit,” Sehvvarz replied. “D and D is bearing fruit. 
VVill exercise options.” 

“Roll call” Bolan commanded. 
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“Eagle is out and splitting vvide on Four, ” from 
Blöodbrother Loudelk. 

“Track”s back on and streaking for skinnytail,” said 
Zitka. 


“Comin” “round the mountain and closing,” reported ” 


Boom-Boom Hoffovver. 

“Angling and running for Four,” 
Harrington sighed. 

“TPve got Gadgets in sight.” said Flovver Child 
Andromede. “VVill cover all possible.” 

A brief silence follovved. Bolan glanced at 
VVashington, punched the transmitter, and barked, 
“Chopperl VVhere avvay?” 

“He”s avvay in a lay on the Hills clay,” Andromede 
reported in a flat voice. 

“ConfirmV” Bolan snarled. 

“He”s free, brother, and that”s as confirmed as he”s 
going to get.” 


Gunsmoke 


“Run careful, dammit,” Bolan muttered into the” 


radio. “The price has already got too high.” 

“This is Gadgets, signing off, final “transmission. 
Good luck, Sarge. Hope you vin the vvar.” 

“Gadgetsl” Bolan snapped. “Gadgets?” 

Flovver Andromede”s calm tones came through. 
“Guess he can”t hear you, Maestro. They re buzzed by 
the fuzz. No chance, no chance. T”m breaking. Scratch 
one politician and one ohms lavvyer.” 

“Is it P.O.VV., Flovver? “ Bolan inquired anxiously. 


un A quiet surrender. VVhere do you run? m “ 


 Teİoining.” 

Bolan”s voice vvas hə vvith a mixture of sadness 
and relief. “VVe run true, Your option, Flovver. Head for 
the hutch if you”d rather.” 

“Neg. YVe”re already three too fevv. ”1I find you.” 

“TPm in clover,” Zitka came in. “Are you on?” 

“Ton,” Bolan assured him. “Guns? VVhere avvay?” 

“Parallel to track and running true,” ua 
reported. 

“Roger. Guess vve”re clear. Keep running true.” 

“1 couldn”t. hear Horse and Flovver,” Zitka 
complained. “VVhat”s happening?” : 

“The blues corralled the van,” Bolan ieplied, 
“Flovver is reioining, and ust in time — it sounds İlke 
vve”re running beyond the radios.” 

“Maybe vve broke outta the radio trap, then,” Zitka 
observed soberly. 

“Maybe so. But keep it minimum, fust in case.” 


“VVhere do you run, Boom?” 


“Closing on Gunsmoke right novv,” 
Hoffovver”s quiet voice. 

“Okay. Let try to tighten it up. Give me a ih zik 
so 1 can verify track.” 

“Pm coming up on Victor Four,” Zitka said. 

“Mark your passage.” 

“Okay. Lam... . tvvo minütes light and closing. Let”s 
all fall in novv.” 

“Roger, 1 see you. Let” try to flocK novv. AlI birds, 
pull it in.” 

“Man 1 am fiying in,” 


replied 


Andromede”s faint voice 


"advised. 


HE track ended on one of the irregular out)uttings 

of California coastline. They had left the interstate 
route some minutes back to proceed along a tvvisting 
and torturous blacktop road that svvept dovvn to the sea, 
skirted a small inlet, then climbed several hundred feet 
to the rocky promontory. 

Bolan rolled to a halt behind Loudelk”s vehicle, 
Zitka”s chase car, a little MG, vvas not in sight, but Zitka 
himself vvas iogging quietly dovvn the road tovvard . 
clustering cars of the Death Squad, Bolan steppet 
onto the ground yust as another vehicle pull 
rcar bumper. Loudelk had slithered out 
the tvvo of them vvalked on to Bolan”s: 
they vvere ioined by a grinning Gunsmo 
VVashington opened hiş door and step) 
İcaned across the roofofthe Porsche vvith a so 
A fevv scudding clouds vvere passing lovv 0 
intermittently blocking out the faint,nightlight. 

Zitka had been busy lighting a cigarette, A stiff- 
coastal vvind vvas making the iob difficult. He dragged 
hard on the cigarette and said, “End of the line.” 

Bolan nodded. He vvas gazing out onto the long 
promontory, mentally calculating the length, breadth, 
and height. A large house at the far end loomed grimly 
foreboding against the horizon. Lights vvere shovving 
faintly on all three floors of the structure. “İs it sealed 
at this end?” he asked Zitka. 

“You better believe it. Stone vvall, about ten feet ” 


— high, runs across the entire front. About a hundred 


yards vvide. Big iron gate right in the center. Brick 
gatehouse yust inside. Maybe four guards in there. 
1 figure a thousand yards from the gate dovvn to the 
house. There”s a guy vvalking the vvall vvith a shotgun.” 

“Conclusions?” Bolan asked tersely. 

“Is a fortress.” 

Bolan nodded. “lt figures. This is their hard site.” 


MEN"S ADVENTURE QUARTERLY BOOK BONUS 137 


“Eighteenth-century mentality,” Harrington put in. 

“Maybe so,” Bolan said, “but vve have to figure a 
tvventiecth-century vvay to get in there.” 

Loudelk had vvalked to the far side ofthe road to gaze 
along the sheer drop to the ocean. “Almost straight up 
and dovvn as”far as 1 can see,” he observed quietly. 
“And Td hate to fall. Looks like nothing but rocks 
dovvn belovv. Bolan svvung his gaze onto Harrington. 

“VVasn”t Boom fust behind you?” 

“He”s spotted back at the turnoff,” Harrington yelled, 
“to make sure Flovver doesn”t get lost.” 

“Fm glad vve have the benefit of Politician”s last 
bright idea,” Bolan said musingly. “Looks like vve 
might need it.” 

“VVe going to bust on in?” Harrington inquired, 
smiling brightly. 

“Might have to,” Bolan replied. He turned to Zitka 
and Loudelk. “Give the place a thorough recon,” he 
told the seasoned scouts. “Pay particular attention to 
the cliffs at the other side. Find a hole — any kind of 
hole,” 7 

Zitka and Loudelk exchanged glances, then silently 
vvithdrevv. Bolan vvatched them out of sight, then spoke 
into the radio. “Boom. Situation.” 

“Flovver, ust arrived,” Hoffovver immediately 
responded. "On our vvay.” 

Bolan laid the radio on the hood of the Porsche and 
told the others, “Let”s check the vveapons.” 

VVashington pulled the keys from the ignition and 
vvent to the rear and opened the trunk. Harrington 
vvas vvalking quickly to his vehicle, playing vvith the 
snapavvay straps that held his six-shooters in place. 
Moments later, vvhen the other vehicles ?oined them, 
an assortment of automatic vveapons and ammo clips 
vvere neatly arranged on the roof of the Porsche. 

Hoffovver vvas driving a small panel truck and tovving 
vVhat appeared to be a lovv canvas-covered trailer. He 
pulled the rig even vvith the Porsche and immediately 
cut the motor. Andromede halted his vehicle, a late- 
model Fury, ust to the rear. 

Bolan gave them a brief rundovvn of the situation. 

“Guess you”re gonna need “my tagalong, then,” 
Hoffovver observed, bə 

Bolan ferked his head in a curt nod. “Pull on ahcad 
of me, Boom, and get it unhitched. Give “im a hand, 
Flovver, and get that vveapon ready to go. After you 
get unhitched, Boom, get your explosives ready, Hovv 
many satchel charges do you have in there?” 

“Six,” Hoffovver replied. “I can make a fev, more 


, vvatch. “One-oh-seven.... 


- right quick if you think you need “em.” 


Bolan shook his head. “Six should be enough. And 
break out four grenades for every man.” He svviped at 
his nose and added in lovv tones, “Seven of us left — 
fvventy-eight chunks, Boom.” 

Hoffovver nodded, started his engine, and pulled off 
the road ahcad of the Porsche. Andromede vvalked 
along beside the trailing vehicle, slashing at the ropes 
of the canvas vvith a knife. VVashington stepped over to - 
help him strip back the canvas and uncover the ieep. 
Hoffovver vvas betvveen the vehicles vvith a vvrench, 
releasing the tovv bar. 

Andromede svvung up behind the fiftycaliber mount, 
removed the dust cover, “o4 busied himself vvith an : 
ammo box, 

Zitka and Loudelk materialized from the shadovvs 
along the road, and Zitka reported, “Not a hole 
anyvvhere, Mack. It” right up the middle or not at all.” 

Bolan had obviously been prepared for such a finding. 
“Okay,” he said. He spread his arms at shoulder height 
and vvaved both hands. “Gather “round and let”s go 
over the footvvork. Time check first.” He stared at his - 
right . . . novv. Boom, 1 vvant 
you to drape a satchel charge over the hood ornament 
of Zitka”s yehicle. At precisely 1:15, Boom, you send 
that car against the gate. Give yourself plenty of room - 
to drop clear. Flovver, you on the fifty and Deadeye 
driving, right behind the battering ram. Hold back at 
about fifty feet and open up vvith that big mother. Rest - 
of you deployed along the vvall, and raise as much 
hell as you can vvithout actually exposing yourself, 
Tosş some grenades or something. Boom, 1 vvant four 
of those satchels. Novv — nobody”“comes in. You”re 
providing diversionary fire only, and 1 vvant you — “ 

“ust a damn minutel” Zitka protested. “You”re 
going in there alone?” 

“One man can do it, Zit,” Bolan argued. “If you 
can pull everybody tovvard that gate, 1 can be over the - 
vvall and halfvvay to the house before anyone begins to 
vvonder vvhat”s happening.” : 

“VVith four damn satchel edə” Harrington put in - 
disgustedly. i 

“You”re not leaving us standing around on the 
outside, Mack,” Zitka said. “Look, vve”re all sorry 
about Chopper afd about Pol and Gadgets. But vve 
made the decision back at camp. VVe”re going all the 
vvay.” 

“TUS our vvar too, man,” əzə VVashington i 
murmured. İ 
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“Boom?” Bolan queried, his eyes grim. 

“Hell yes,” Hoffovver replied quietly. “This”s no 
time to get faint.” 

“As a squad, vve”ll shoot our vvad,” Flovver Child 
intoned. 

Bolan”s eyes dropped. VVhen they came up again, 
he-vvas grinning. “Okay. VVe”re still the Terrible Ten. 
Maybe Chopper s vvild-ass charge vvas vvhat sent all 
these bunnies hopping along the trail. His effect is 
right here-vvith us. Pol and Gadgets provided the police 
diversion that got us here. So ...” 

“So the squad”s all present and accounted for,” 
Andromede said. “Novv let”s go shovv those cats vvhat 
a firefight looks like.” 

“Deal the cards again, Sarge,” Harrington said. 

“Okay. VVe still use the satchel on the MG, but Zitka 
drives. Iti give yust as much punch on that gate as any 
tank, and it”s light enough to be moved out of the vvay. 


Flovver, Deadeye, and Gunsmoke in the ?eep. Svving” 


vvide yust outside and provide covering fire vvhile vve 
clear that gatevvay. Boom, use your truck:and ram right 
on through. Try to push the MG inside and out of the 
vvay. If you still have vvheels under you then, stand by 
to fall in on the procession. If not, get clear and ioin the 
first vehicle you can. 

“Deadeye, svving that icep in right behind Boom" s 
trück but vvait until the vvay is clear. Flovver, after 
penetrating the gate, keep your fire to the left of the 


road and fire at anything that moves or looks like it " 


could move. Gunsmokeş) vvant you in the front, beside 
Deadeye. Get your big chopper — you”re svveeping 
the right side and the road ahead. Bloodbrother, you 
fall in behind the cep. Pick up Zitka and punch right 
on in. P1İ bring up the rear in the Porsche. Boom, you 
better Pust plan on leaving the truck and ?oining me. I”1I 
need a rear gunner. 

“Novv this vvill be a punch in, pure and simple. No 
telling hovv many active troops vve”ll be leaving behind 
us. VVe”ll have to punch right back out again probably, 
and if the blues shovv, vve”re going to be in a hell of a 
tight situation. So let”s keep it fast and furious, and the 
sooner vve get moving the better. 

“Let”s get everything out of the truck and into the 


” 


punch vehicles. Let”s get moving, let”s go go gol 


ITKA leaped from the speeding MG and hit 
ce ground in a tight roll. A man ran out of the 
gatehöuse ust as the careening vehicle smashed into 


the steel gate vvith an instantaneous clap of thunder 


) 


and vvhooshing flames. The ?eep svvung in a tight arc 
past Zitka as he scrambled to his feet and sprinted back 
dovvn the road. The deep rattle of the big fifty mingled 
vvith the secondary explosion of the MG”s gas tank and 
the excited cries coming from beyond the flames. 

Harrington raised his gun to track onto a man vvho 
vvas running along the vvall: the gun burped briefly, and 
the running man disappecared beyond the vvall. 

The panel truck svvefved around” the curve and 
cautiously approached the flaming vvreckage in the 
gatevvay: then gears meshed, and the deep vvhine of 
Tovv gear propelled the truck into the crackling pile. 
"Harrington had scrambled out of the ieep and vvas 
standing against the vvall, his gun chattering, to: cover 
the maneuver. The truck vvhined on through the debris, 
pushing it along in a grinding scream of protesting 
metal, vvhile the ieep circled about and fell in to the 
rear. Harrington leaped aboard and remained standing 
in the front floor, his vveapon raking the gatehouse in an 
incessant svveeping. Men vvere running and shouting, 
and the sound of gunfire issucd from deeper inside the 
grounds. The vvindshield of the ieep shattered, and 
Harrington abruptly sat dovvn, 

Tvvo men stood behind the gatehouse, firir 
truck vvith revolvers, They crumpled and 
ground under the heavy staccato of” the 
Flames vvere shooting from the höod o 
Hoffovver flung the door open and h 
ieep moved svviftly along the narrovv drive, 
sedan spurted through the gatevvay and quic 
on the i€ep: then Bolan”s Porsehe rqared in, H 
had darted across the drive and vvas İb 
grass, his .45 spitting flame tovvard the vvall, The 
Porsche slovved momentarily, and the door svvung 
open: Hoffovver İumped i in and slammed the ə and 
they spun out vvith a shriek of rubber. 

The ieep vvas leading the fast-moving procession, 
its automatic vveapons rattling angrily. Tracers vvere 
leaping out from the big fifty, probing the terrain 
ahead. Shouts and curses could be heard on both sides, 


) 


 rising above the explosive reports of gunfire. 


If the Hills had boasted a company, Bolan vvas 
thinking, this place easily supported a battalion. The 
vvindovv ğust behind his head shattered. Hoffovver 
immediately annqunced, “I”m hit,” in a quiet voice. He 
svviveled in the seat and pushed the .45 out the vvindovv 
in his left hand and began firing at running, shadovvy 
figures on their right flank: Bolan risked a glance at his 
partner. A red groove traversed one side of his face, 
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oozing blood. ç 

“Grazed,” Hoffovver amended as he efected a spent 
clip and snapped in a replacement. 

The feep vvas nov Tunning about, broadside to 
Bolan”s travel, and the fifty vvas tracering up Bolan”s 
left flank. They had reached the circular portion of the 
drive, in front of the house, Bolan svvung in behind 
the sedan fust as Loudelk and Zitka bolted from the 
vehicle. Flame vvas spitting at them from several 
basement vvindovvs. and Harrington”s chopper vvas 
repiying. The Death Squad vvas caught in a cross fire, 
vvith enemy reinforcements gathering quickly to both 
sides of their soft position. 

“Take the housel” Bolan cried. 

Loudelk-and Zitka sprinted to opposite corners of 
the house, grenades in their hands. Bolan stepped to 
the ground vvith a chopper in one hand and a satchel 
charge in the other. He tvvirled the charge overhcad, 
then let it fiy. It hit the massive doors at the front of 
the house vvith a deafening roar, and licking flames 
immediately brightened the landscape. Bolan tossed 
another charge into French doors on the second floor, 
and the explosion blended vvith lesser ones coming 
simultaneously from the sides of the house. 

Harrington vvas dueling vvith enemy fire from both 
floors and The basement: Andromede vvas checking 
the advance on their rear vvith the big fifty. Deadeye 
VVashington had snatched up a chattergun and vvas 
making a run for the front door. A burst of fire hit his 
chest, and the big fellovv vvent to the ground vvith his 
vveapon chattering. Bolan, also in motion tovvard the 
door, had to spin past VVashington”s falling body. A 
pain shot up from his heel, and he realized that he vvas 
hit also, but he vvas up the steps and charging through 
the flaming doorvvay vvith Harrington pushing clöse 
behind, and the heel vvas forgotten. He charged into a 
large room Yust as a clump of men vvere descending a 
circular stairvvay. Bolan chopped at them, tvvo fell, and 
three more raced back up the stairs. 

Harrington”s burper vvas svvinging tovvard an arched 
doorvvay at the rear, and another tvvo men Vvere flung 
to the floor. The burper vvent silent: Harrington shook 
it, then tossed it aside and released the straps of his six- 
guns as he moved svviftly tovvard the stairvvay. 

Bolan glanced at him and snapped, “The basementl” 

Harrington nodded and svvung back to Bolan s side, 
The house vvas burning, the flames beginning to roar 
on the top floor. They found the basement stair$ in an 
alcove beyond the main room, Pust as a pair of men ran 


: into the house through the front door. Harrington said, : 


“TT coverl” and stepped out vvith both guns blazing. 
Bolan vvondered vaguely about the other four of his 
squad and about the fact that tvvo enemy had managed 
to get inside, but there vvas no time for speculation. 
He vvas already halfvvay through the doorvvay to the 
basement stairs. 

He dodged back as a bullet thvvacked into the vvood 
alongside his head, then leaned around the curve and - 
dropped a grenade over. the staircase. He follovved 
the explosion vvith a headlong plunge dovvn the stairs, 
svveeping indiscriminately vvith the chopper. There 
vvas no retum fire. A bookcase along one vvall burst 
into flame, eerily lighting the underground scene. Dead - 
bodies vvere flung about, and nothing moved. At the 
bottom of the stairs lay a man vvho Bolan had vvatched 
carlier that night through his sniperscope. Deadeye 
had said, “That”s Baron there, the little one.” 

Bolan svvung back up the stairvvay and erupted into 
the alcove. Gunsmoke Harrington lay there on his 
back, his chest vvetly red and his lips flecked vvith red 
foam. “Look out, Sarge,” he said faintly, and died. 

A vihite-haired man loomedup in Bolan”sside vision. 
A shotgun roared hust as Bolan flung himself tovvard 
the corner, Bolan felt the sting of several straggling 
pellets, and he knevv that the main charge had missed 
him: He vvas tvvisting about to bring) the chopper up 
vvhen George flung the shotgun at him and darted 
for the front door. The discarded gun clanged against 
Bolan”s vveapon and diverted his aim. He scrambled to 
his feet and gave chase, reaching the steps fust as the 
vvhine of police sirens bored in on his consciousness. 


HE house vvas engulfed in flames novv. Bolan 

staggered dovvn the steps, his mind numbed, and 
vvalked stiffiy through incredible camage. Bodies 
littered the drive in front of the house, and there vvas no 
movement anyvvhere Bolan could see. He gazed dovvn 
at the grotesquely curled caricature of vvhat had once 
been Deadeye VvVashington. Several yards avvay lay 
the remains of Boom-Boom Hoffovver. Flovver Child 
Andromede vvas crumpled atop the fifty. 

Bolan threvv back his head and yelled, “Zitterl 
Brotherl Regroupl” The sirens vvere screaming up the 
blacktop-almost tö the gate, Bolan figured. He fogged 
around the corner of the house and immediately found 
Zitka, The fierce little fighter vvas clutching a machine 
pistol and snarling, even in death. İ 

Bolan found Bloodbrother Loudelk at the rear. 
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Half of his head vvas missing. Othervvise, he looked 
vey peaceful. In life, Bolan thought, so in death. He 
vvearily returned to the Porsche, vvondering vvhere all 
the enemy had gone, and tossed the chopper onto the 
rear deck, then slumped into the seat. 

The sirens vvere svvinging through the gates novv, 
starting the short yourney dovvn the promontory. 
Bolan started the Porsche and vvheeled it around into 
the grass. His heel hurt like hell, and he vvas slovviy 
discovering other nicks and scrapes in tender places. 

He double-checked the safety belt, then screamed 
around in a vvild U-turn, straightening out into a full- 
povver run. His tires slipped a bit on the damp grass, 
but the needle kept climbing in a steady movement 
tovvard the end of the speedometer. He flipped a glance 
into the rear-vievv mirror. The parade had arrived at the 
front of the house, and bluesuits vvith riot guns vvere 
pouring out everyvvhere. 

Bolan smiled tightly and moved quickly tovvard the 
road. Life vvasn”t all hell, he decided. Another battle 
had ended. Perhaps somevvhere, someday, he vvould 
find a place to end the vvar. Let the dead rest in peace. 
Someday Mack Bolan, too, vvould rest. For novv, had 
had to find his vvay among the living. And he vvould 
find Yulian George somevvhere about that landscape, 
and undoubtedly many more fust like him. 

He vvould never, hovvever, find another Death Squad. 
Not like the helluva bunch he”d fust lost. 

“Roll Call,” he said, half-aloud. 

And he could have svyorn he heard them checking 
in. Bloodbrother, Zitter, Gunsmoke, Deadeye, Boom- 
Boom, Flovver Child, Chopper, Gadgets, and Politician. 


Bolan. 
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Mack Bolan and his comhat team hattle the Mafia in Los Angelesi 


hy lon Penilefon 


ABOVE: A 19756 edition of DEATH SQUAD (called 
“Raid on the Mob/s Secret Murder Mansion” in the 
“Book Bonus” version), vrith cover art by Gil Cohen. 


DEATH SQUAD, Copyright O 1969 by Don Pendleton. 
Non-Exclusive Rights Granted by Linda Pendletor. 


THE MYSTERTOUS PUBLISHER 
Or THE 


EXECUT1IONER 6Y5STERY 
MAGAZINE 


EDITOR”S NOTES:  .u 
n April 1975, a company called Leonard 
ed, Ackerman Productions, Inc. launched . 

a, digest-sized short story magazine titled DƏH PEHDİEFTEN 5 

DON PENDLETON”S THE EXECUTIONER THE “$” 

MYSTERY MAGAZINE. The  contents , 

page provides a Los Angeles address for the XE //) Tn TENER 

company and names Leonard e. Ackerman as 


the publisher. MVSTFEV MASAZINE 
Trying to leverage Don Pendleton/s name şə 
must have seemed like a, good idea at the səs 
time. His novels.featuring Mack Bolan, “The x 
Executioner,” vrere a huge success by 1975. : şə” 


There vrere already 24 in the series, read by 
millions of avid fans. 

Unfortunately for Ackerman, the magazine 
didn tattractenoughreaders or advertisersto 
survive for long. Tt only lasted for four issues. 
Oddiy, the first issue vvas designated as Vol, 
1, No. 4, even though there vvere no previoüs 
issues. Today, DON PENDLETONS THE 
EXECUTIONER MYSTERY MAGAZINE 
is little knovm even to most Hxeoutioner 
aficionados and copies are hard to find. 

mformation about Leonard el, Aokerman 
Productions, Inc. and its namesake is also 
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scarce. The company did publish one other 
similar magazine, titled ED .MCBATN”S 87TH 
PRECINCT MYSTERY MAGAZINE. It vas 
also 1aunched in 1975 — and also lasted for 
dust four issues. 6 
One probable reason for the short lifespans 
of-both Ackerman magazines is that neither 
had any active involvement from the authors 
in their titles. Moreover, the stories in them 
are not about any characters in the Pendleton 
and McCBain novels. They”re a mixed bag of 
one-off erime and mystery stories, similar 
to those in the much 1onger running and 
successful mağazines they borrovred the 
last part of their titles from: ELLERY 
QUEEN" MYSTERY MAGAZINE, the 
MIKE SHAYNE MYSTERY MAGAZINE 
and ALFRED HITCHCOCK”S MYSTERY 
MAGAZINE. i 
Don Pendleton”s vridovv, Linda, told us his 
: only involvementin the Executioner mag vas 
to license his name for use in the title. 


“Don and Salvatore Lombino, vrho 

vvrote as Evan Hunter and Ed M€Bain, . 
vrere both represented by the Scott 
Meredith Ageney during parts of 

their careers,” she said. “Is my 

guess that Meredith arranged for. 
Don and MCBain/s names to be used 

by Ackerman. Don İfust collected the 

advance on the deal but didn”t have 

input to the magazine or vrhat vvent in 

də 


Linda noted that the Ackerman mystery 
magazines do include stories penned by 
some notable authors vrho vvrote for the more 
successful mystery mağgazines and became 
popular novelists. Authors like Gil Brevrer, 
Richard S. Prather, gohn Lutz, and Stephen 
Mertz. : 

mfact, Stephen Mertz/s first published story 
appeared in the fourth and final issue of the 
Executioner magazine, published in August 
1975. That story, titled “The Busy Corpse,” 
is a clever erime yarn vrith a, good tvvist at 
the ehd. (1t”s reprinted in the collection of 
Mertz short stories THE KING OF HORROR 


) 
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öc OTHER STORIES, released in 2020 by 
YVolfpacek Publishing.) 

Mertz has a vivid memory of selling his 
first story tothe EXECUTIONER MYSTERY 
MAĞGAZINE, and horr it helped lead to his 
career as a, top action/adventure novelist. It 
vras one of the things that led Don Pendleton 
to pick Mertz as a regular host vriter of 
Executioner novels “after he "licensed the 
series to Harlequin s Gold Eagle publishing 
subsidiary in 1980. 


” Mertz veent on to vrrite a dozen fan favorite 


Exeoutioner novelsanddozensofotheraction/ 
adventure books. He also created several of 
his ovrn popular novel series, including the 
M.I.A. HUNTER series and the more recent 
CODY”S VVAR series. 


Stephen has fond memories of his 
Executioner magazine story. He told us: 


“Im my vrriting fournal, the entry for 
83/7/7585 vras recorded for posterity 
in red ink: “SOLD MY FITRƏT 8TORY - 
“The Busy Corpse” to The Fxeoutlonen 
Mystery Magazine (471 for 886111 
Yahooo — Mertz 1s novr a, published 
authorl11” There may be some vvho: 
begin their professional vuriting: 
careers easily and vrithout struggle 
but for me it vras a long, nooky haul, 1 
started vrriting stories vrhen 1 vras 16. 
By the time 1 vras 35, Td sent stories 
to many far-off agents and editors and 
collected many refection slips. VVhen 
my first story appeared in print, 1 vras 
living in an old Italian neighborhood 
in Denver vvith my first vrife. I vras 
managing a spravvling used record 
store,andlIvvasthe harp playerin Eagle 
Park Slim”s blues band. Al the vvhile 
vvriting vvriting vvriting and collecting 
relection slips nonstop-for three years. 
But on March 7, 1975 that vvannabe 
vvriter did seli his first story to the 
Executioner magazine — a minor piece 
ofephemeral pulp diversion, to be sure 
— but believe me, that/s a red letter day 
in any vvriter”s life. The other content 
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in thatissue is an interesting gumbo of - 


nevr talent, old pros and unknovns.1I 
vas proud in my first time at bat to be 
sharing a contents page vrith tvvo long 
established greats, Talmage Povrell and 
Richard Deming. The nevvbies vvere 
me, gohn Lutz and Margaret Maron.” 


(5 ON PENDIFTON”£ 


MYSTEERV MA54ZINF 


responded on ö/11/75: “Dear Steve, 
Conğratulations on vyour salel..I 
licensed that title to Len Ackerman 
nearliy a year ago but haven”t seen the 
first publication yet. (1 get a per issue 
royalty under the licensing agreement. 
I feel, vrith you, that your moment is 
one of vrhen rather than if. Hang on, 
man, You Te launched. Very best, Don.” 

Don vas right. “The Busy 
Corpse” and THE EXECUTIONER 
MYSTERY MAGAZINE did launch 
my professional career. It led to more 
published stories anq my first novel.I 
met Don and spent time visiting him at 
Pendle Hill in Brovn County, Indiana 
during a summer road trip 18 month 
later. Six months after that, 1 vras 
enseonced fust dovvn a dirt road from 
Pendle Hill to become Dor:/s assistant 
along vrith Michael Nevvton, This in 
turnled to Donrecommending mefora 


Mertz also rememhbers corresponding vrith 
Don Pendleton about that story and hov his 
relationship vrith Pendleton blossomed after 
it came out. He recalls: 


“Given that my ifriendship and 
association vrith Don Pendleton is vrell 
knovrn, Tshould point out that Don vvas 
in no vray instrumental in placing this 
story. 1 must have submitted it in the 
slush pile after a notice, T”m guessing / 
in V"RITERS DIGEST. Id vrritten Don 
a fan letter out of the blue 18 months 
earlier and vve”d been corresponding : 
sporadically. Don became a, mentor, 
very encouraging of my vrriting. 
YVhen 1 vrrote to him of this sale, he 
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staffvvriter position on the Mack Bolan 
program vrhen Gold Eagle picked up 
the franchise three years later.” 


"5 AÜVENTURE QUARTER 


VVhat happened to Leonard 9. Ackerman 
after 1975 is a mystery. There”s no bio or 
obituary online. And, there”s no record vre 
could find of Ackerman publications other 


than the Executioner and McBain magazines. 


There is a Leonard 9. Ackerman listed in 
the International Movie Database. That entry 
says hevvasbornin 1916 andvvasthe producer 
of the 1961-1962 TV series TARGET: THE 


STORIES BY: 
RICHARD DEMING - TALMAGE POVVEL 
ACK MATCHA “ RİCHARDOO.LEMİS. and otners... 


FROM LEFT TO RIGHT: 


Don Pendleton, Richard S. 
Prather, and Stephen Mertz in 1994. 


CORRUPTORSI,the 1971 TV movie ELLERY 
QUEEN: DON”T LOOK BEHIND YOU, 
starring Peter Lavrford as Ellery Queen, and 
the 1972 film EVERY LITTLE CROOK AND 
NANNY, starring Lynn Redgrave and Victor 
Mature. 

A search in the Nevrspapers.com archive 
turned up a fevr articles that say Leonard d. 
Ackerman also produced the 19859 film AL 
CAPONE, starring Rod Steiger as Capone. 

Imterestingiy, another nevvs story from 


71959 notes that Leonard €. Ackerman, 


ovner of Ackerman Film Laboratory in 
Berkeley, California, had been busted for 
sellinğ pornoğraphic photos and films. The 
Ackerman in that story, vrho claimed his 
photos and films vvere “art,” vras said to be 
48 years old. That vrould make his birth year 
1911. So, either he”s a different Suy than the 
producer listed in the IMDB or one of those 
sources has the vvrrong birth date. 


YVere either of those Leonard e/, Ackermans 
the same Leonard e. Ackerman vrho 
published the EXECUTTONER MYSTERY 
MAGAZINE? Sorry, vre don”t knovv, If you 
have info that can solve this mystery, please . 
email us at MAQEditorEgmail.com, 
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RARE IMAGES OF 
THE ICON OF 
SEXINESS 


FROM MEN”S 
ADVENTURE 
MAGAZINES 
AND THE ARCHIVES 
OF RENOVVNED 
COVER ARTIST 
ACK FARAGASSO 


(April 22, 1923 - December 11, 2008) 


efore Madonna, Katy Perry, Dita von 

Teese, the Pussycat Dolis and even 
Rihanna.- there vvas the icon of svreet sex- 
uality, BETTIE PAGE. 

If you”re like me you didn”t become 
avvare of Bettie Page until the early İ 
1980”s and her “appearance” in the pages 
of THE ROCKETEER as dravrn by comi 
book / pinup artist Dave Stevens. " 
Though there vvere some earlier books 
that recounted her career as a 
pinup and fetish model, it vras “Betty” in 
the comics that made fans take note of 
the vronderful alehemy of sex and 
innocence that vras Bettie Page. 

Besides her lovely figure -- ampiy displayed 
in various men”s magazines (notabiy the 1955 
PLAYBOY centerfold of Bettie in a Christmas 
elf hat and nothing else, and her many ap- 
pearances as a, “yungle gir?” captured by mod- 
el-turned-photoğrapher Bunny Yeager) -- the 
other very enticing aspect to Bettie”s look vvas 
her smile. So svreet, so genuine. It”s unfortu- 
nate that this iconic tuvrinkiy örin hid a myriad 
of mental and substance abuse problems. 
Bettie Page, the human beirğ and the ob/egt 
of so much affection is both a Standard-besair- 
er and a. vvarning sign ofthat period ofadulb 
entertainment. 

Above all that, Bettie Page the icon has 
risen to great heights inspiring fashion, arı, 
publishing, movies, and even. a Tesurğencea on. 
burlesque. Her image.has been daptüredın x 
photographs, ə. paintings by the likq 
of Dave Steven, Ge ilbrevv, Tim Silke, 
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vvith pictorials across a, 
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Her smile lives on... 
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Credifs: Original B3.VV photos biy. lon Coldsəsil iar fn Az TE amon cl MAN”S EPİC. Colorized by Bill Cunninghom for MEN”S ADVENTURE GUARTERİY. 


Delicate grace and a sense 
of (oy are tvvo of Beftfie”s 
ouftsfandingqualifies... 


Bruneftes are nof offten re- 
ferred to as a “Bombshell” 
but our Miss beflie Page 
is certdinİy one. She is na- 
Honally knovvn as one of 
the top “cheesecake” mod- 
1 els of he couniry and hasa 
i career vvhich makes that of 
mosf fashion models look 
very sick indeed. She came 
fo nevv York from Nash- 
ville, TN to practice her art 
andvvas aninsftant success. 


Beffie has acted in Sum- 
mer sfock and on numer- 
ous television shovvs. Our 
versafile Beffie is studying 
baller at (he moment but 
her heart is realiy in her 
modeling. 
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hom “os MEN”S ADVEN 


ack 
Faragasso 8 


Sere İrage 


At 91 years of age, 
in the middle: of Nev 
York City there is a hidden gem. His name is dack 
Farağasso. Every day for many years he made his vay 
up and dövm a four-story vralk up apartment (66 steps 
in total) vrhile carrying his cane and his grocery bağs. 


VThat isattheend 
of this stairvvay to 
heaven? Is there a. 
pot of gold? Is 
there a magical 
fairy thatis 
going to €rant you 
three vrishes of 
your choice? Not 
quite, these 66 
stairs vrill lead you 
to a small, rent 
controlled studio 
apartment vrith 
no TVi-Fi 
connection, no air 
eonditioning (only 
an old floor fan), and no television. 

His only source of nevvs and vveather is an old AM 
Radio, vrhich he”s had almost all his life. He still listens 
to classical music playinğ his vinyl records on his 
record player. 

dack Farağasso is an artist, instructor, and author 
vrho lives alone vvith no vrife or children. He has lived 
in Manhattan for over 60 years, and has taught at 
The Art Students Leağue of Nevr York for over 48 
years. Teachinğ and creating art from morning to 
niğht has allovred him to sain the title of “Imstructor 
Emeritus”, He has vvritten THE STUDENT”S GUIDE 
TO PAINTING vrhich is nov knovm as “The Bible” to 

F anyone vrho vrants to learn to paint. 
His other book, MASTERING DRAVVING THE 


HUMAN FIGURE FROM LIFE, MEMORY, 
IMAGINATION is the most souğght after 
book for anyone of any ağe vrho is interested 
in draxving, painting or sculpting. 

His book THE EARLY PHOTOGRAPHS 
OF BETTIE PAGE tellsthe story ofurhen he ğe. ə 
vas a young art student vrho vvas given the 
opportunity to photoğraph Bettie Page, vrho 
later became one of the most popular pinup 
girls ever. The book includes his original 
photoğraphs and it is quite a story. 

elack vvants the vrorld to continue:to 
en)oy his vrork, art, and books. Most 
importantiy, ack vvants the vrorld to 
knovr that love is still possible, never dies, 
and continues far beyond... into the afterlife. 


- Ühristopher Rivoli 


For more information about dack visit 
vrvvvv.FarağassoArt.com 
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Editor”s Note: VVe”re huge fans of )ack Faragasso, İn addifion to being a great arfisi, art feach- 
er, and the first artist to use Beflie Page as a model, he created cover pdintings for hun- 
dreds of classic science ficlion, action/ adventure and VVestern paperbacks, as vvell as art- 
vvork for men”s advenfure magazines and comics. Copies of lack”s book about Beftie Page and 
prints made from his phofos and aorfvvork are avdilable via the Asylum Publicafions vvebsite 
(vevvvv.AsylumPublications.com). 
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mir ev ROBERT DEİS a VVYATT DÖYÜL 


“Yöu”re gonna need 


a bigger bookshelf. 
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İn 1969, Don Pendleton : firsi fvvo novels oböuf Mock Bolan, 
“The Execufioner” icunched one of fhe mosf influenficl 
ocftion/advenfure poperbock series ever creafed. İf 
esiablished c nevv iype of modern hero: boffle-haordened 
Vietnom VVor veferons vvho had fhe skills and güfs o impose 
bloocy, “vigilanfe iusfice” on mobslers and ofher villcins vvho 
evqde the criminal iustfice system 


This speciol issue of MAQ fectures exclusive reprinfs of 
“Book Bonus” versions of fhe first f(vvo EXECUTIONER novels, 
origincliy publisheci in men"s cdventfure magozines (MAMS) 

They re aqccomponied by con crificle vvriften by Dorvs vvife 
cufhor Lindo Pendleton, vvho provides insighis info the 
evolufion of fhe Execufioner. 


MAQ 1153 clso fecftures fhree ofher clossic vigilante iusfice 
stories from MAMs: c special gallery secfion on orlist Gil 
Cohen, vvho crecfed mosf of the clessic cover pdinfinos for 
the Mock Bolaon novels: c phofo spread abouf pinup model 
Beftfie Page, ond on ediforial by ocfion-advenfure cufthor 
ond comic book vrrifer, Chuck Dixon. 


İf”s high-impact enftertcinment you vvon”f find onyvvhere 
else excepffie 5d66s”Of MEN”S ADVENTURE QUARTERİY) 
şe” dz -. — r.ə. 
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